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MANTUAN REVELS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE 1.—J Street before the Duke's House. 
Jacintha (knocking at the door). 

PiKTKo ! Pietro, I say ! open. Will the fellow 
sleep 'till doomsday ? Nay, if he be not waked 
by his own snoring, I may knock in vain. 

(Pietro enters, yawning and stretching.) 

PIETRO. 

It blows a rank storm, that a man can't sleep 
quietly in his chair ; for bed I Ve known none 
these seventeen nights. Ya — y a — (tf awning). 
Jacintha! Oh, 'tis you. 

JACINTHA. 

Yes, it is Jacintha that has been calling this 
half hour. Did n't you hear me ? 
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PIETKO. 

Yes, yes, I heard you. I thought it must be 
a woman or a storm. But what make you here 
at this hour ? 

JACINTHA. 

Gallanting, to be sure. Here are rare doings 
among the maskers. I Ve made one with them 
all night. 

JlETRO. 

Yes, and all the last night, and every last 
night for these three weeks. You may turn 
night into day, and day into night, as you 
please; but, when my night has been day, or 
•my day night, my morning must still be morn- 
ing, or the state suffers for it. 

JACINTHA. 

The state, truly, coxcomb I 

PIETRO. 

Yes, girl; who else will rise betimes to tell 
the courtier that his Excellency will sleep two 
hours longer? — to drive away the beggarly 
suitor with a thre^it of ' Never,' and the rich one 
with a promise of * Presently?' Who else will 
touch the fees of porterly protection? With- 
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out me, none can see tlie Duke. I make him 
visible and invisible: I am the Duke's keeper, 
and his Grace cannot be effused without me. * 

JACINTHA. 

How prove you this ? 

PIETRO. 

Can he budge hence, unless Pietro open the 
door ? Can he be seen, unless Pietro turn the 
key ? Is not his palace his prison, Hill Pietro 
set him at liberty? Oh, I am a wonderful 
master of his goings out and his comings in. 

JACINTHA. 

I am glad thou art master of any thing ; for 
I thought thee as poor a varlet as any in Man- 
tua. 

METRO. 

Fear not that, wench. I am master of many 
things, being master of myself; for true it is, 
he that serveth himself hath a wise master. — 
But, Jacintha — 

JACINTHA. 

Well, Pietro— 

PIETRO. 

— When shall we two be joined? 
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JACINTHA. 

No sooner than I have already said. Whenr 
the betrothed Signor Octavio shall return from 
England to espouse my mistress the Signora 
Olivia, with the full consent of the noble Duke 
her father — 

PIETRO. 

- — ^Then shall Signor Pietro swear eternal 
fidelity on the red lips of Signora J&cintha. 
But 't is now two years since Octavio set out 
tipon his travels, and no ne\vs yet of his ap- 
proaching dalliance. 

JACINTHA. 

Nay, we must wait, and let our betters go on 

^efore us. My lady wills it so, and we must 

<• • 

obey. But here come lights ; let us withdraw. 

\Exeunt. 

Tht Duke and Olivia cros$ the stage towards 
the door of the Dukes palace. He enters it. 
As Oliyi A is going to follow him, two men in 
masks approach her. 

' FIRST MASK. 

Now is the time; die iui^ple gull is gone. 



■* . 



A COMEDY. 5 

S 'death! she'll be hpus'd, and we shall lose our 

V 

SECOND MASK. 

Hail, tripping fair! Methiaks yon antiquated 
swain is yet hut green in l.i^ appi^nticeship to 
loye,'to leave thee thus alone in such times. 

OLIVIA. 

Unhand me, sirs^. What, hase presumptuout 
slaves ! 

SECOND MASK. 

^ Oh, some appendage to nobility 1 Why faith 
she looks it well. — JBut you shall find us no 
worse men for not tracing our lineage directly 
nearer than Adam. 

OLIVTA. 

No more of this, or with my piercing shrieks 
I will awaken Mantua. Let me go ! 

Enter Arse^io, followed by Solario with lights. 

ARSENIO. 

What noise is thPs? — A woman ! — Ha, Olivia ! 
jBlest chance that brought me to her rescue ! Sirs, 
J will die hard, ere you shall harm this lady ! 
Fight. ThQ MMksfy. Re-enter Du^e. 
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DUKE. 



What clash of swords ? — Arsenio ! then 'tis welL 

ARSENIO. 

What, no more heart than this ! I smile to think 
So bold in love should be so tame in fights 



OLIVIA (to the Duke). 
That it is well, Arsenio is the cause. 

DUKE. 

Let some pursue the caitiffs. Noble Signor, 
Use my best credit in the state of Mantua^ 
As most shall help your need. 

OLIVIA. 

What thanks I owe^ 
I '11 pay in thoughts, not words. 

ARSENIO.. 

Oh, do not thus 
Make my poor service blush. I pray you hold. 
And recommend me to your gentle thoughts 
For further use. 

OLIVIA. 

When your good leisure serves,^ 
I would entreat a word upon Octavio. 
The themfe might lead pie further in discourse 
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Than fits the hour. Next morning, or at even, 
If it shall suit you so. 

ARSEtflO. 

Your hour is mine, 
To follow all your wishes. Fare you well ! . 

[Exeunt DvKEyOhiy I AfS^c. 

ARS£NIO. 

Again, and still Octavio — nought but he ! 
She thanks me with his name ! When she 

would say, 
^ Tis well, Arsenio,' or, * I'm bounden to you,' 
She hails me with *Octavio.' Can this be? • • . . 
Why true, I am his friend. 

Enter Peregrino. 

( 

PEREGRINO. 

Signor Arsenio, 
My master greets you with his loving service. 
And recommends him to your kindest thoughts, 

A^SENlO, 

Ha ! from Octavio, is it not the same ? 

PEREGRINO. 

One Peregrino, a strange simple fool. 

That followed far the fortunes of his master j 
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And hither rides before them, to announce 
His speedy coming to his native Mantu^ 

ARSENIO. 

Indeed ! so soon ! 

PEREGfllNO. 

So soon, my lord ! So sooi^ 
Sounds not like welcome. 

jkT ARSENIO. 

Varlet, is this so ? 
Or dost thou act the counterfeit .of folly, 
Thou drone, thou fool ? 

PERFGRINO. 

Tisso, upon mine honour. 
Some four weeks since, I left my lord in Eng- 
land, 
The saddest Signer in that smoky land. 
His present purpose is to journey homeward. — 
These will explain his meaning — {giving letters). 

ARSENio (reading). 

' To Olivia — ^ To Olivia '—' To Arsenio.' — . 
* This do not fail to hold secret, as you priz0 
my friendbhip.' 
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^KREGTiiNt) (aside^ while Arsenio is reading). 
I may be drone — I may be fool; but I have 
studied iA my travels. I have read the book 
of man. Every whirl of my wheels has been a 
new page to me : and if my dove Octavio find 
not that the raven hath been busy at his nest, 
then will I say I have never gone my own 
length from Mantua. 

ARS|£Nio (aside). 

I must be wary with this caitiff here 

(To Per.) Well, and the lands you've seen, the 

seas you Ve scap'd ? 
Come you not stufF'd with travel and strange 

sights ? 
You 're else a faulty traveller indeed. 

PEREGRINO. 

With the most dire recountmentt ; such as ne'er 
Mortality has heard of. ' When I speak, 
The aged lay their hands athwart their breasts. 
And bless themselves, that their grey heads 

have chronicled 
No terrors like to these. The sceptic wonders j 
And youth doth glow with fearful admira- 
tion. 
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The maidens lend their prayers that Heaven 

protect me, 
And pay my 'scapes with sighs. 

ARSENIC (giving a purse). 

Here's this to pay them. 
See that thou keep thyself unseen of all. 
When that is vacant, ask to be replenished. 
Back to thy gossips, scare them with thy tales...* 
Away, I say....C£a7V Peregrino.) This may 

be better yet. 

Solario, ho ! Thou seest yon silly knave ; 
Follow, lay siege to him. Go drown the varlet 

In full libations. Sink in flowing casks 

His giddied sense. For ten whole days be mad.... 

How now, away ! Thy master bids thee riot. 

[Ea^it Solario. 

Here 's matter still for mischievous contrivance. 

'T is yet confus'd ; but I will turn the time 

To my advantage, and my love's contentment: 

Then, from this web of casual and design'd, 

s 

I '11 spread a sail to catch the prosperous wind. 

[He retires^ 



A COMEDY. 11 

Enter Pietro, mth Gratiano in chains. 
The Duke meets them. 

PIETRO. 

Room, there! room ! Stand back, and make 
way for the prisoner to hear himself condemned. 

Here, an 't please your worship, is a fellow 

that was taken with his weapon drawn, and he 
denies it. He was seen to deal most violent 
blows upon the multitude, and he denies it. 
There's blood upon his sword, and he denies it. 
—What law has Mantua to extract the truth 
from him, and make him own himself a false 
rogue, when he says this is not so? 

DUKE. 

What answer you to this ? Our proper tlood, 
Our daughter stirs within us. Must you riot, 
And mingle your hot broils with those above 

you? 
What can you answer now ? 

GRATIANO. 

He has said truly, 
Two running men, the cry of law pursued, 
J sought to stop ; they turn'd their arri^s on me. 



12 MANTUAIf REVELS, 

\ 

If to resist the sword that would have slain me ; 

If to defend the life which Heaven hath given me, 

Till Heaven, not man, shall seek it, be a crime, 
Then I am guilty. 

DUKE. 

Call the lord Arsenio. 

And lo, he ct)mes, to crush tliee by his presence* 
(Arsenio comes forward.) 

GRATIANO. 

My lord Arsenio, is it true indeed. 
That I, with lawless and blood-thirsting sword^ 
As now I learn, have 'tempted gainst thy life? 
Have I, by word or deed, by night or day. 
Worn such rebellious ensign, as could lead 
To such a deed as this ? Have I e'er wrong'ci 
thee? 

ARSENIO. 

Is this not Gratiano, as I think, 

The son of old Petruchio, and the brother 

Of certain Julia ? 

GRATIANO. 

Gods, can this be so! 
The time has been that 1 were better known.—* 
And my poor Julia too 1 
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ARSENIC. 

I do remember. 

• 

I will n6t say, my lord, directly say, 

This man is he ; but you shall judge This 

Julia, 

A maiden fair, I lov'd — as sometimes used, 

By gallant gentlemen, and noble too, 

To love among the base; — which she perceiving, 
Plum'd up her hopes with marriage, and held 

out 

A desperate siege 'gainst my solicitation. ....• 

I had almost forgotten ; but 't is like 

That disappointed pride should work the pair 

To any act of vengeance. 

DUKE. 

Nay, 't is certain* 
See him proclaimed an exile. " If this night 
Find him in Mantua,. upon my life 
He dies a traitor's death. [Exit Duk£^ 

AltSENIO. 

And use him gently. 
Since that the law condemns him, he shall have 
What my hert means can furnish for his exile. 

[EMt AUSENIO, 
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PIETRO. 

I knew it ! I knew the law would find him 

guilty Why, what a rogue wast thou to 

deny it! There is but one way to save thee 
now : — Persuade thy mother to confess she 
played thy father false, and induce some drops 
of nobility into thy blood. It is heinous not 
to be noble, when you attack a nobleman. 

GRATIANO. 

I could have spar'd this jest. I prithee leave 

me 

Leave me, that I my native land may quit 
With resignation due. I am not guilty — 

PIETRO. 

Not guilty still ! And dost thou know bet- 
ter than the law? Not guilty ! Art thou not 
sent into banishment? Art thou not guilty of 
being sent intb exile? Away ! let me not find 
theie here tomorrow, that's all. Fare thee as 
thou may'st. Adieu. 

GRATIANO. 

And farewell, Mantua ! . . . • 
There's foulness in this act. It is Arsenio's. 
Arsenio seiz'd the prop of Julia's virtue, 
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That the fair pile might tumble at his feet. 
Arsenic's breath has blasted .... (Enter J vLi a."] 

Gentle' Julia, 
A long farewell ! I will not say I ' m guiltless ; 
Thou knowest it true. A long farewell, my 

sister ! 

JULIA. 

Come, be of better hope. I '11 to the duke, 
And plead in right for justice. 

GRATIANO. 

Do not, Julia. 
Let me not bear away the thought, that thou 
Shouldst kneel before him, or entreat his favour. 
I would not have thee, Julia, beg my life. 

JULIA. 

Even so as you approve.' 

GRATIANO. 

T is fearful all. 
The meed that beauty pays to lawless power, 
Is the soul's banishment from life eternal. 
Thou couldst not so demean thee, but Arsenio 
Would trample on thee; — couldst not beg, 
But he would fill thy ears with wanton jests. 
The temperate seeds of virtue would be scorch'd 
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In such hot beanis. There's many a lowly plant 
Scents the green i&hacle, but withers in the sun. 

JULIA. 

The duke has a fair daughter, whose report 
Is chaste as frozen tears of new-born Dian; 
But free and open as the earth in bounty. 
To her will I and kneel. 

GRATIANO. 

There 's comfort yet, 
And we will speed to it. — But, oh beware ! 
That still Arsenio love thee is most like, 
And seeks to win thee at a hellish price. 
Each hour, my Julia, hold account with Heaven, 
How thou administer the poor mans treasure, 
And be a very niggard of thy fame. 
There 's not a pebble in the edifice^ 
No, not so much as one poor grain of sand, 
But is the base and buttress of the rest. 

[Eseunt. 

Re-enter Arsenio. 

arsenio. 
If it be love that quickens in my veins. 
And heats the healthful current of my blood, 
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it is nof of such elements as bore 
My vows to Julia. What 's i' th' name Olivia, 
That swollen sighs should burst my bosom forth, 
Or choak the lawful utt'rani^e of my voice, 
Flutter my heart, or crimson o'er my face, 

When I do hea,r it? These it cannot do. 
But there 's a goodly beauty in her eye, 
The signal to soft parle; a majesty 
In every act, that tempts m^ to subd;ue it; 
A richness and a treasure tp be rifled. 
Fitter for gpds than men. Besides, there is 
A splendour in the Duke of Mantua's daughter. 
Each separate charm provokes a separate wish. 
Whose sum doth take the very power of Love ; 
borrows his look, his tears, his speech, h^s sir 

lence, 
And wheedles with the moi^t devilish success* 

« 

Arsen^o knocks at the Duke's door. 
Enter Pietro. 

ARSENIO* 

Js your lady at home, friend ? 

pietro. 
JEqi her person I will answer that it is, for 
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I have just now beheld it ; but for the will that 
doth govern her, whether it be that she shall 
h^ seen or not, is what I know not. 

ARSENIO. 

And of that I can inform you, for I coitie 
hither by fair and just appointment. 

PIETRO, 

Oh, sir, by your pardon. — Appointment ! I 
did not think my lady so hazardous as to meet 
by stipulation. Chance indeed, or so, may 
sometimes befriend a lady's wishes ; but stipu- 
ktion !— *Oh, 't is too adventurous and bold. 

[arsenio. 

Anci why so ? What more danger canst thou 
see in an interview of appointment than of 
chance? 

PIETRO. • 

Appointment, sir, doth indicate foregone 
propensity, and moves the soul by longing 
expectation. There's no physic for the mind 
that 's ruled by previous resolution. 

AllSENIO. 

These carnivals are costly things, yet 'tis fit 
that all should have their share of theiti. Have 
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you n€ver some sweet maiden heart whom you 
would dl^en put to bear a part in them ? — Here, 
in this little space, lie silk gowns, caps, feathers, 
trinkets, pearls, and jewels. Let. her wear some 
for my sake. ' 

[Gives a purse^ and exit into the palace. 

PIETRO. 

This is a gracious Mantuan, tod Fortune was 
not blind when she picked him out for great- 
ness. He has a noble air, and methinks never 
more noble than at this moment — ^ Carnivals 
are costly !' — What would he have said, now, at 
any other season ? Nay, that I know not. But 
at is a true mark, of highness never to be stop- 
ped for speech. [Follows into the palace. 

SCENE IL — Olivia's apartment in the Dukes 

palace. 

Enter Olivia and Arsenio. 

OLIVIA. 

A little longer, yet ; and yet a little ! 
Well, I must smile, and say 't is well. T is so, 
If he do please it so, — ^Who brought the let- 
ters? » 
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ARSENIO^ 

A servant of Octavio's — a mere sat, 

Whose brains had felt the strength of Maptuaii ' 

wines ; 
And in so strange a plight, that 't was a war 
Betwixt his head and heels, the which should 

bear him. i 

OLIVIA. 

But he 's the last in Mantua saw Octavio. 
I would have spoken with him. 

ARSENIO. 

He is gone^ 
I know not whither. 

OLIVIA. 

There is son^ething here 
That thou wouldst hide. Thou shalt not gloss 

it so 
But that a lover's eye shall pierce it Speak- — 
Is not Octavio well ? I '11 fly to meet him ! — 
Does not Octavio live ? then I '11 die too !— 
Is not Octavio true? Ah, then I'll die! 

ARSENIO. 

He lives, and wellj and, I dare swear, most 
true. 
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OLIVIA. 

And wherefore swear it ? Is it' not enough, 
To say Octavio 's true ? You would not swear 
That yonder is the sun. What is, yet is. 
Though oaths were none, I think Octavio true. 

ARSENio (aside). 

How studiously doth she persuade herself 

To that, which but to hint, in me, Were treason 1 

OLIVIA. 

And yet thou seest not with a lover's eyes; 
ThoU dost not listen with a lover's ears. 

ARSENIO. 

Not with a lover's eyes ! Oh could it be. 
That in the world's wide orb another form 
Like thine could tread the earth; such majesty 
Tun'd by such jnellow grace, whose softness 
Awes while it soothes ; yet such another form 
Would want the mind that gilds that peerless 

temple. 
Or, could that mind be twice . bestowed on 

woman. 
Still all would want yon bright identity ! 
T were not Olivia. 
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OLIVIA. . 

Now you flatter me* 
Btit yet it pleases me. I will be blind. 
And dream it is Octavio ; ao it sooths me. 

ARSJE^IO. 

Could I but think, that, at the end of years, 
That hand were mine, to mingle vows with 

kisses; 
That bosom to recline my love- worn cheek ; 
Those lips to breathe their fragrance; I were 

blest, 
Though stripes and penance were my hourly 

pastime. 
Oh such, indeed, were love ! But he — Octavio ! 

OLIVIA. 

Ha ! what of him ? 

ARSENIO. 

Shall he who loses thus 
One moment that might teem with bliss of 

angels, 
Find it again ? Is he who cannot choose 
Betwixt the orient gem and muddy jasper. 
Worthy to wear the precious jewel ? — ^No ; 
But he who knows it matchless. 
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OLIVIA. 

Is this so? 
Docs my sense quicken with a false conceit ? 
Or are ray ears enthralled ? 

ARSENIO. 

'T is not Octavio, 
It is Arsenio speaks ! — Oh, do not frown ! 
It is Arsenio kneels ! Arsenio loves ! 

OLIVIA. 

Accursed spirit that dispel I'd the doubt ! 
Rise ! for I feel a soul could trample thee. — 
And yet 't is well. Octavio is not false, 
T is clear ! 't is clear ! — Who waits ? Conduct 
this signor — 

Enter Pietro. 

Madam, there's one without desires to see 
you. She's a young person, and none of the 
foulest: she is such, indeed, that my young 
inaster were more like to reward me for such a 
present than my young mistress. 

OLIVIA. 

What may she be, or know you whence she is ? 
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PIETRO. 

I know nought about her, but her persort 
li^rhich is taper, and her face which is comely J 
two good appendagea to youth in females^ Sho 
seems in distress for your ladyship ; for, when 
I asked lier whether my lord would not do as 
well, she fell into a strange ague^ 

OLIVIA. 

Well, give her entrance. 

PIE1JR0. 

This morning, too, I met that strange tra-* 
veller Peregrino, who accompanied Signor Off- 
tavio. I could not learn much of him, as in- 
deed he seemed not to know much; but this 
I' ve learnt, that there 's something stirring ia 
that quarter* 

OtlVlA* 

How ! Peregrino, and not come to me ! 

t • , . ■ ■ . ^ 

ARSilNIO. 

^T IS even so, if you would hear me speak.. 

, ■ • ■ ■ • • » 

OLIVIA. 

Of Peregrino, sir, I' 11 bear you speak^^ 



A COMEDY- 25 

iBut of nought else. — Attend within my call. — 

[To PiETRO, who exit. 
^ell, Sir, of Peregrino ? 

ARSENIO. 

I' 11 not say 
Octavio 's false, Octavio loves no more, 
That were a very palsy of the mind, 
And we should pity him. He is most true. 
His eye doth choose the wholesome food it 

loves ; 
His pulse doth quicken at Olivia's name : 
But 't were a vile infection that could fix 
On the immaculate day such blotches 
As do deform the ugly night ; and read, 
In that fair page of nature, such conceits 
As blast the maiden rose of innocence^ 
^nd make its blushes rank I 

OLIVIA. 

Our compact, sir. 
This is not Peregrino : speak to that. 

ARSiENIO. 

Is it not vile, that he, a base-born carle, 

An offal of fair breeding, be confided 

With doubts that injure heaven ? Oh, is it meet 
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That he should brawl them in the stews of 

Mantua, 
And sully Dian in the mantling fumes 
Of pestilential wine ? 

OLIVIA. 

No, on my soul, 
This cannot be. Sir, know you whom you 

speak to, 
That you dare hope to make me think I'm 

doubted ? 

ARSEXIO. 

I would not willingly do this ; but thusr— 
Read here, and be convinc'd. 

(Giving her a letter.) 
OLIVIA (reading). 
" Those which you shall give to Olivia au-' 
" nounce my coming distant : so let it be for 
" her. To thee, my friend, I will confide, that 
" a few hours shall join me to my letters. Be 
*/ thou alone in Mantua known to this. Ex- 
" cuse a lover's fancies, and believe me true in 
" friendship," 

TT is wdl ; 't is very well : hut V 11 not weep. 
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ARSENIO. 

Lady, I take my leave. Yet, ere I go, 
Say that you do not frown. My honest thoughts 
Were armed in indignation 'gainst Octavib, 
And wonder at thy virtue. 

OLIVIA. 

That, as hence 
I may find cause. Now, leave me to myself. 

ARSENio (aside). 
Well, let this bffeed. — Lady, I take my leave. 

[Ei'it Ahsei^io. 
OLIVIA, (alone). 
Despised ! rejected ! made a common puppet 
For men to wonder at, and praise the toy 
Which they would wear awhile ! —I do for- 
get me. 

Give entrance to that suitor. Do they think 

We have no will, no thought, no power to 

act ? 

She comes not yet. Can we not say them 

nay? 
Must every perfumed breath of flattery 
Puff our weak hearts about from north to 
south. 



3d 
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And sap their best foundations? — [Entef* J vLi A.J 
— Gentle sjiiitor, 

Such semblance is assurance of success. 

To what mischance of thijie stand I indebted 

• . ■ ■ ■'• ' 

For this so fair a visit ? 

JULIA. 

He I call 
My brother, Gratiano,. in this hour 
Is forced to seek a refuge far from home. 
An orphan sister kneels to beg for justice. 
My brother is not guilty ! 

OLIVIA. 

• / 

He was taken 
In very act of violence. The Duke 
Pronounced him guilty. Mantua's daughter 
Cannot reverse his judgment. 

JULIA. 

Tlien farewe\k 
Gratiano 's lost his country — I, my brother! 

(Goings 

OLIVIA. 

This were a merciless state, inviting ill ; 

And tears would be but panders to new crimen 

If they could melt the sentence of the judge. 
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JULIA. 

*rhe judge can see but as the law directs, 
Which, from contingent seemings, shews what's 

like, 
And not what is. Such feeble monitors 
Still their weak throats, when conscience says 

'tis false. 

OLttlA. 

If thou would'st fly to mercy from the law, 
Arsenio 's the offended. Hast thou sought 
To move him in thy cause ? 

JULIA. 

Oh, not for worlds ! 

OLIVIA. 

Indeed ! — ^And wherefore so ? 

JtJLIA. 

. He is the foe, 
The foe of Gratiano t He well knows 
The temp'rate current of my brother's blood 
Could not o'erflow to such a base intent, 
Could not so err as thus. 

OLIVIA. 

But he 's right loyal : 
Haaty, or «o. Yet, if I judge aright, 
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Tliou hast withal to move the loyal Signon 
Such youth, such beauty, never plead in vain. 

JULIA. 

Spare this ! Oh, spare it ! Did you know me, 

lady, 
I 'd say 't was cruel mockery ! 

OLIVIA. 

Know thee ! 
Come, droop not so ! — Oh yes, Arsenio 's noble; 
A trusty friend, a favourite of the fair ; 
And I dare swear, if once he said he lov'd. 
He'd be most true and changeless. 

JULIA. 

This may be • 
I have not found it so. 

OLIVIA. 

How ! has he sworn 
That he loved thee, too ? 

JULIA. 

Oh, he often swore it ; 
Andrl, as oft, believed ! 

OLIVIA. 

Oh, man, man, man !— * 
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Go on, go on ! — Come, gentle, sit thou here j 
Tell me his falsehood, tell me all thy love. 






JULIA. 



I was not born to marry with Arsenio. 

He sought my love, and won it; turned my 

thoughts 
To rise above their source ; made me believe 
That I was worthy, worthy to be called 
His wife. — The dove that nestles with the 

Shall rue Tier mate's caressfes. 

OLIVIA. 

Ha, so bold 
That no complexion daunts thee ! Is this love 
But instinct through the universal world, 
That nature may not ceasel — And what is 

reason. 
But that which chooses for the gilded couch ! 
Yet man will boast of it. — Hast thou no proof 
To shew thy brother guiltless ? 

JULIA. 

Lady, none, 
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But in Arsenio*s bosom ; who well knows 
At what a price I could have proved hiiA 
clear. 

OLIVIA, 

Why, this is worthy of Creation *s lord, 
Proud ruler of our destinies ! Our honour, 
Until he wins, he laughs at, then despises ; 
And makes his gilded triumph of the spoil; 
And all the little engin'ry of beauty. 
The form he rifles, and the mind he blasts. 
He keeps to plume his pageant — Ob, most 

shameless!-— 
And whirls our virtue at his chariot wheels 
With exultations wild. — Be thou mine own ! 
All shall be well, my lovely. 

JULIA. 

Oh, these tears 
Afip all my power to thank you. 

OLIVIA, 

Let them flow I 
The tears of woe oft are as dews, that fall 
Upon .some sad and sun-distempered seed« 
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« 

The heedless winds had from their bosom scat- 

ter'd ; 
Which now, conceiving by the pregnant drops/ 
Load all the vagraiit air VitH sw^eets, the sweeter^ 
That once we knew but anguish in the shower. 
Weep, Weepj my fair, and froih thy tdars spring 

grace! — •' 
We 11 laugh at man, but man shall rue our smiles ! 



•/ 
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ACT IL 

9 

SCENE 1.— A Room in C l avvio's House* 
Enter Claudio ^fw// Antonio. 

CLAUDIO. 

Ay% but you Ve known her changeful* 

ANTONIO. 

On my life^ 
1 Vfe known her, as the violet in its pripie, 
Chast ning the air she breathes. Around, about 

h^r, 
On every side, is such eternal spring, . 
. That the tun'd spheres might their enfotced 
measures . 

Leave mute and motionless at such sweet season. 

CtAtJDIO. 

A frank and bounteous spring ! The youth of 

nature 
Is when she quickens ! Every eager wind 
That kis§es.her young cheek is welcome to her! 
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ANTONIO. 

KoWj by lyy life, you wrong yourself to say it ! 

CtAUDlO. 

Slie 'd seem to love me $ she wdiild catch my 
humours*. ' « 

Oh, there is much in these elastic fantasies 
That bend and ply, and straight return ^gain. 
The self-same gambols that she played me witb^ , 
The self-same hearty mind, smile, and tongue, r 
Had served to trick Lord Angelo. ^ 

ANTONIO* 

'W'ake not 
The passionless cold dead. Affections are 
As those they lie with; and sure-aiming Time 
Levels at both alike.. 

CtAUDlOi 

Out on 't then ! 
She who could dote^ on him, as though no world 
Had been but in his heart, to change thus soon ! 
There is nor lovcj ndr surety, nor afibction, ^ 
Nor truths nor honesty, iii such a will ! 

ANTONIO. 

My friend, my friend^ thou dost forget thyself J 
And that> by long and hard importunacy, 
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Thou stoppedst the tears \^hich twelve moon* 

let to flow. 
Thou then wouldst call it Wayward stubborn^ 

r 

*. ^ ' -ness/- 

Th' irreverence and peevishness of grief. 

' • . ■ ■ ■ . I 

' , CLAUDIO. 

I folrtid her heiidHig at liiS nionumeht, 

More pale and colder than the Piarian stone ; 

A statue motionless amid dead statues, 
' Living but in her grieft ; whose eloquence 

Moved me to wish I were so loved, so mourned. 

I wooed ; and when two years of sighs -Can 

sigli^ 

Make thus past vows look pale? Cati moulde- 
ring time 

Eat from the tablet of the heart a name 

Once written theie? — Oh, hearts are hollow 
things ! 

I '11 hence, Antonio ; thou shalt tarry here. 

Thou art a courtier ; hast a soothing phrase ; 

A voice that languishes upon thy lips ; 

A moist and welkin eye j a gentle carriage ; 

With such soft smooth conceits as ladies love. 



/ 
( 
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. ■ ■ * - -J 

ANTONIO. 

jPurther ; what need of this ? 

CLAUDIp. 

A Man tuan once/ 
Crossing a beaten track, found by its side 
A goodly treasure; m^ny deemed it so; 
But 't was a thing of gawds. Men gazed at it, 
And would have ta'en i(;. He, more wise than 

they. 
Had one prov'd friend, a man of trust and skilf, 
Most studied in such qualities and tricks. 
He gave it him for pf oo^ who quickly found 
'T w^ but a hollow toy ; and what seem'd gold, 
A flimsy cheat. Dost understand me, friend? 

ANTONIO. 

I have led tented battles in the field ! 
I have the perilous ai^d grumbling mine. 
Rattling his fiery entrails, laughed to scorn! 
I have the light foam of the pond'rous sea 
Lock'd in my bellying ^hrouds ! — aye, more 

than this, 
With unblanch'd cheek i But this — ^beware of 

it— 

I will not understand thee. 
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I am he, 
That Mantuaa, who found — What shall I call it? 
A treasury? Is 't indeed a treasure? So — 
Wilt thou pot be that trqsty frfend, ^ntpnio, 
Who shall approve it one ? 

ANTONIO. 

Somewhat of this 
I heard before ; since then, such potent reasons, 
Me thought, had urged thee to a true belief— 

CLAUI)10, 

Reasons ! nay, hold.— rBut see, Amanda comes : 
I '11 break tny purpose to her. 

ANTONIO. 

Claudio, stay 
This fearful malady. Make not me the tool 
To this wild fancy. ' 

CLAUDIO. 

Ha! thou fearest it then! 
Yes, yes, h^ knows her worthless; nay, per- 
haps — 

ANTONIO. 

Jf that be all thy friendship, let me hence — 



/ 
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CLAUDIO. 

And make another witness of my shame ! 
If thou hast honesty, or gentle friendship/ 
J3e thy sole breast my grief's depository. 

^nter Amanda. 

CLAUDIO. 

If it y^fite better now to live in palaces, 
And share the gilded roof with every fop, 
Than call a lonely peaceful cot one's own, 
Why then I might sleep soundly. 

AMAND4* 

Gentle Claudio, 
Whence is this busy motion ? In the hall 
Are unused preparations. What is this ? 

CLAUDIO. 

Sweet, I must hence. 

AM AND^. 

• ' ■ ^ 

And I but know it tfhus ! 
Going and gone, in the same Jbreath to me ! 
Shall I not with thee? 

CLAUDIO. 

» ... 

Not in sucl) an hour J 
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AMANDA. 

M 

I 

Y^hy ftpt m m^ »H hpuj- ? 

' CLAUDIO. 

Wars are abroad ; 
I *m called upon ; and 't is not meet a soldier 
Should melt his CQur^ge in ai> amorous bl^ze^ 
The cries of' wome^ M'^ould tqp %bly minglie 
With the stout soldier'? isjjpiit^. Thou mvist re- 
main. 

Tii§u if I mHSt-r-But thpu must be most kind ; 
And with e4eh inoti^n th^t $\i§ll l^p^r tliee frpnji 

to 

Dispatch a messenger on speed of thought 
To tell me thou art happy-rryi^t pot h^ppy j 
And yet J would not ji^ye thee very sad ; 
But 3uch a ferpach in thy true blessedness, 
As I alone coiild p^ifpqt. — O^, thpsp ww* 
Will make mp shed morp te^r? than sljowpf 15 

enough 
^Q watpr gU thp Iwrels they will win. 
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T is ouF disuse that makes this parting strange. 
Time heals aU wounds that are not cureless 
quite. 

ANTONIO. 

Most peerless and unparagon'd of l^ias ! 
3ince the first tears that parting lovers shod ; 
Since the first sighs that burst the fleshy con- 
fine*^— 

CLAUDIO. 

Antonio goes pot to these wars. 

AMANDA. 

Such friends 
To part thus soon ! 

CLAUDIO. 

He hath vocations here, 
Which he must not depart from. 

AMANDA. 

Good, my Lord— 
for I do spy in these unused motions, 
Which you would darkly hide, unused thoughts— 
Tell the strapge cause of these so strange events. 

CLAUDIO. 

|t is not so. Or, grant it ; there are cares, 
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Which, in the ebb and shallow of our fate, 
Beat with such riotous and roaring might 
'Gainst our weak sides, that but the well - knit 

bark, 
Whose ribs are of the male and manly oak. 
Dares live in such a storm. Women are made 
For sunshine holidays, and summer seas* 

AMANDA. 

The Roman Portia was of such a frame, 
She feared no elements, ,and swallowed fire. 

CLAUDIO. 

Come, we must hence. And now, my. Ipy'd* 
Amanda — 

AMANDA. 

Farewell, my Lord, since you will have it sol 

CLAUDIO. 

Antonio, come with me. The time I have, 
I 'd spend it in some conference with thee. 
(T0 Amanda.) — ^This, and no more. How long 

I 'may be henpe, 
Heav€fn's will dispose.. How well I may coipe 

back, ^ 

To find all good things Jiere, asi good! leave 

them, 



^ 
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jLook thou to heed. And, upon this, farewell ! 
All know they go, but none when they return. 
Once paore, farewell ! 

[Ejeeunt Claup;o nn^ Antonio. 

AMANDA (akmeX 

But nome when they return ! 
Does Claudio say so ? I have seen him lately 
Of every jarring element, that makes 
The flaws and disproportions of the world j 
And all within the compass of a time 
Too short for telling it. Upon his face 
All fair things lie in broken perturbation j 
Like to the chafed bosom of a lake. 
Where nought is seep but storms. Wherefore 

is this? 
For I have known him patient and enduring. 
Meek with the meek, though cogent with thc^ 

strong; 
To each what best became him : for his worth. 
Praise cOuld not ornament or censure dim ; 

And, when he woo'd, no tongue misquoted hirp 

i' • • 

But hers who envied. — 
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Re-enter Claudio. . 

CLAUDIO. 

Yet a word, Amanda* 
The world 's a many-headed Argus. Eyes, 
More numbered than tlie unseen stars which pave 
The milky path in heaven, encounter us. 
But Argus waked to watch ; the world, to d^mn. 
Then be thou chary. Fortune, fairness, youth. 
Make censure bold, though eveu virtue guard it. 
When I am gone, how wilt thou use the time? 

AMANDA. 

Soon as the day shall meet my opening eyesf — 

CLAUDIO, 

Nay, 't is not that ; but wilt thou then be merry j 
Court blithsome playfulness, oblivious sports ; 
Seek, in the^iry mazes of distraction, 
To cheat the Ijstlessness which cheated thee 
To think thou wert unhappy ? Some there be, 
Not daring to abide with melancholy, 

Draw it to shapes of an enforced mirth ; 

• > 

And push by sorrow with so rude a hand^ 
That they overthrow the majesty of grief; 



And all the dignity of Sufferance lose - . • 
In riotous outdoings.— Speak, Aniainda! 

AlVf-ANDA* ■ 

My silence best were suited to such tiiatter. 
What tongue so bold, so hasty, ot io black. 
Dares paint me of this colour? ; 

CLAUblO. 

- None, Amnirda. 

AMANt>A. 

Then let the world look on me ; all rt>eB['s eyes 
Be bent on me alone. Let them repw-t nhe> 
As of some tressed comet 4n the sky, 
Importing fiery death. I '11 bare my hearti, 
That they may judge Inf weightiest fhoii^ht of 
wrong. 



r Ij 



CLAUDIO. ' - — 



A heavy world, that judgeth oft too lightly. 

Or I'll forswear the trodden path ofirt^; ^ ' 
And live with my oWn thoughts. 

CLAUDIO. 

That *s. jiepilcais. 
To sequestrate the dear and thinking soul 
From its blest follows ! this fair-peopled world 
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To make a destrt of ! Such lonieness is 

Hie pamper'd nurse of misconceived affections,- 

And feeds them with her foulness; while the 

spirit 
Grow^ rank within; Mark when we sit aloue^ 
By hill or valley, forest, mead, or founts 
Or by the rocky murmur of a stream, 
Where wild winds make neglectful harmony, 
With what retentive might our spirits bound ? 
Our properties and natures grow thrice over^ 
Trebly themselves; and all their hues do colour 
Our .secret'st workings. Not of all our tribe, . 
Could one escape the tainture. And shall woman. 
With less to sway, and more that would be 

swayed ? 
Hast thou no thought that might overmaster 

th^? 

AMANDA. 

Notie ihzt I fear. 

CLAUPIO. 

Why this iS wond'rous bold; 
The best of us may tremble. 

AMANPA. 

When my lord 
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Has augbt that I may question, I *ll attefitd him ; 
Meanwhile I cmve his pardon to withdraw. 

CLAVDio (alone)i 
Who but myself would not be happy now^ ! 
That she is true and gentle, fair and honest, 
The rudest breath that winnows our light chaff 
Cannot blow from her. Aye, but I 'm her fooL 
She loved Lord Angelo. Can she^ who wept him 
With tears which holy angels should have caught 
In sacred vials, give a heart to me ? 
One h^ven,^one heart, one nature, and one iQve! 
Well, I will know my wretched nesis and shame, 
And then farewell to her and Mantua ! 



SCENE II. -A Street in Mantm. 
Enter OctAvio and Ethelbert. 

OCfAVIO. 

Well, we shall prove the powV of Mantuan 

beauty ^ 

To wean thee from thy isle- - 



<k «• ^ 
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l&THELBERr^ 

For lov^s like thincS^ 

OCTAVIO. 

Be well possessefd of every circumstance 

Ere you pronounce. Tis certain she mktrusts 

me; 
And that \ is so is anguish to my soul : 
But wherefore 't is seeras paLst my r^ch of 

thought. 

ETHfcLBERT. 

Nay, that in woman's nature may be founds 
And quick-conceiving breasts; whosefirstWr«his 
To plight their faith : — their second is to break 
It. 

OCTAVIO. 

T is most profane to hear thee. Sir, Olivia's 
As much above the rest of woman-kind^ 
As thy base thoughts have wrong'd her ! 

ETHELBERT. 

So are all 
At our first starting in the amorous chase; 
Vet still we find them end in very woman. 
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OCTAVIO. 

But she I love is single of her sex. 

£TH ELBERT. 

Aye, every lover thinks his mistress one ; 
The ones of every lover form the whole.—- 
But to be serious. I have heard you speak 
Of one Arsenio, a most loyal friend ; 
Doubtless a paragon, as she, of truth. 
Did he not use to send you certain tidings^ 
And wave the signal of her hourly seeming? 

OCTAVIO. 

T is true, Arsenio has not been so studious 
As he was wont, to keep my hopes from sinking. 
But what of that ? He loves almost as I do ; 
And the first-fruits of marriage claim the hours 
His friendship once engrossed. 

ETHELBERT. 

He lo vies, and marriage ! 
'Give me to hear that tale, I like it welL 

OCTAVIO. 

Some two years past, Arsenio woo'd a maid 
Of peerless worth ; and rich in every gift, 
Save those which catch the frozen wish of age : 
Therefore he lov'd and was belo v'd in vaiiji. 
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His father's fond aipbitiou f^in had seen him 
The wealthiest, not the happiest lord of M^- 
tua. 

V 

His faith repaai wd unjshakep. Very oft 
I Ve b.Qrnfe a sigh, or poste^d with a tear, 
Reflectipg distant cpmfort 'twixt the lovers^ 

And the gaod fajther, obdurate tjiough kivad. 
Has do^htliqss h^E;akd his wounds with gei^^ 

pain,; 
While she — 

OCTAVIO* 

Doubtless ! thesc^ doubts are nio^t injurious. 

^ . . . 

He, sir, obedient to his father's will^ 
Spoke npt of love.; but,' fa||:;hful to hi& Julia^ 
He kept it secret in his bpspm. Sjbe 
Smiled or was sad, as son or sire prevailed. 

This savours njQt.ofwe^lock^ not \yJL^ ^^^ 
But to the rest, 

ojctaviq. 

The only rqst I know 
I9, tbipit spwe late dispatches frpm.Arseniq 
Were ^ lines of sorrow for his fatl^er's de^lbu 



The ne^t shall be, if so my pravers can prosper, 
Mhi hand is joined wl)^re long his \\Q^t was 
treaaur'd* 

£TH£LB£:i^T. 

Wh^n I behold them join'd, I 'U think it true. 
Thy Mamtuan sun e^tbusiastic bT%\xx9 ' 
JRiHs wi^ fair fancies ; makes .the mind to teeod 
With golden pjospects; ^|>reads beneath yoi^r 

feet 
Profusion of s^eet flowers. 

OCT A via. 

While thy damp axortlj 
HoUs a thipk vapour 'twiiict thy eyes aiid heaven; 
And, in a veil of gloom, hides every flower 
That strews thy path of life. — But lo, Arsenio. 

Enter Arsenic. 

OCTAVJta 

jKes^ to the mistress of my hwt, w^lcomt 

« 

wMt J hold .most dear in Mantis 



A^SEKIQv 

Ajod, but to her who reigns tb^^ to Home 

motm welcome thou in Mantua. ; 
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OCTAVIO. 

After me, let thy love be sheUrn here f/wrm/* 
ing to Ethelbert). I clo comniend him tp thy 
bpsom. Let him be well known to thee: so 
shall my judgment suffer no default in ;^our 
esteem. You will find him onfe who does not 
wear his virtues as a cloak to hii demerits^; but 
^i^hose foiblfes are the willing foils to vifttieis 
which he is not anxious to discover. 

AftSENip. 

It is the privilege of friendship to share its 
treasures, and by the partition to become the 
richer. Sir, without prejudice to the elder right 
of Octavio, we may. style ourselves friends. 

ETHELBERT. 

Sir, our island is defended by a sort of white 

^ cliff of most giddy footing ; steep of ascent, 

•t 

and barren. When you Ve climbed this, you 11 
find *he soil is pleasant, rich, and indeed blesi 
with most rare endowments. I have becb told 
our islanders are something like our isle. 

OCTAViOi 

This- is bttt thie humour of his coun trynien, 
who, being told that we of the soirth do prdfess' 



more than we perform, will credit us in less 
tlifn yrp intepd.— Bi|t :how has it far^d, 4^^* 
nio, with thy loye ? . (Jive us its; histpry, sinei^^ 
the day thou brokest the thread of it to me. 

ARSS^NIO. u :^. \ 

Tis brief and empty. When.ifly fp^ther died^. 
the brother of my Julia, thiijking the time te- 
dious till his stock becamje. pngrafte4 with no- 
bility, sought tQ pMnish what he deemed .my 
delay, and attempted at my life. jGfratiano was 
sent into jss^ile ; Julia weeps her brother's rasV 
pess; and my heart is ^return^^ jnto.iny bof 
som. 

OCTAVIO. . 

l^ot SO surely, tl>at Julia may not again; pps-^ 
sess )t. Come, coine, we^ust ineqd alU; Bu^ 
first for present business. Friends^ both, I 
Ipaye you. Farewell for a little.— >Apd noi^ 
Olivia ! [E^rit Octayjo. 

[arsenio. 

Sir, havjs you known what strange suspicions 
haunt our friend^s mind as to his mistress ? It 
appears he has not in l^er virtue thjit full pon- 
^dence her virtue merits. 



• / 
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£¥ti£LB£ftt. 

GonMciice, truly! 1 know not. But lie 
d^ts best irho has the lejwt on't. 

ARS£l^IO. 

And wherefore so ? Such thoughts are libela 
agaiiist hiimab iiattire. 

Hiey may be so. But be thou confident, 
Think every man what he would have thM: 

thinly him. 
It were damnation worldly; aye, so deep 
That angels could not care it 

ARSENIC. 

- Yet even thusw 

I'd rather meet th*assafssm evince, than dreani 
I met him always. Heaven defeind my soul 
Jrom such a shapeless demop ^s Sffispicion ! 
Come, wki you Walk, sir ? [Ej^eUHt. 



/« » 
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^CENE III— OttViAV Apartitukt. 

Enter OlivIa dM Octavio. 

OLIVIA. 

How weak, Octtvio, are alj the resolre» of i^ 
Idvw. £vea pride^ that oft is gliaifdiair of 9* 
t^otnAsi^s h^iiour, b subdued by Iove» AjqA 
nQW let us bary the rementvbrance of all t\^ 

OCTAVIO. 

How shall I thank t^ee, fabest, best Olivia ! 
L^ speechless raptunes^ ttiaeif than (he ^i^ase 
Of xneddliQg eloqiieticQ bdtwixt oUr hearts 
Be all the messengers. — Oh, my Olivia ! 

OLIVIA. 

You i^d ]lo mote to satidy you of Airsenio's 
geilt? 

OeTAVIO^ 

Truly, no. 

ptrviA. 
Aftd you consitiit to aU I hare iftiparttfd to 



\ 



m 



HAN'i^^N .&£Y£L89 



OCTAVIO. 

To all thou canst devise, I yield me willing^ 
iy. But js JiU^ still of the ss^me gentle mature 
as when I was the advocate of their loves ? 

' OLIVIA. , 

She is, indeed, most gentle. She is stationed 
between nobility and lowness, far enough froiD 
mther to> escape the pride . of the one and tfa^ 
baseness of tb^ other ; yet near enough to both 
l)o ^ possess the coilrtesyi that should . sweeten a 
proud fortune, and the grace that should sup^ 
port an humble one. 

ocTAvia 1 i o ; 

Aiid i$ she so pliant to ^ instructions th^ 
givest her, that na fault: of >herS) will imar. heC' 
fortunes or thy plot ? 

OLIVIA. 

She's one so roughly tutored by Misfortune, 
That she but smiles at such unmeaning crosses > 
As Fortune's minion weeps at. — 

Lo, Octavio, here comes my fool. A; little 
ineasure of profit, with a full measure of praise, 
will lead . this man as far .as the web .whkh Aa- 
iure has spun for him will allow. Do you 
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withdraw awhile. I must give him this letter, 
and he shall; convey rt with all the mys-jtery , ,of 
forbidden love to Arsenip. That dppe^ X*l\ 
follow thee, and use thy counsel for the rest 

Pietro, Pietro — (enter Pietro)— This cox* 
comb is already so full of his several functions, 
that he thinks himself the very point upon 
which» all di^ulties and consequences are 
lie^ped-— H^st thou the will to serve me?- 

PIETRO. 

Most undeniably and ajixthientically the best 
will, best lady. 

OLIVIA. 

And the means, too, Pietro? 

PIETRO. 

First, I must learn the manner of it. 

OLIVIA. 

Aye, but thy office in the state, how would 
that suffer, wert thou to stoop thy mind to do 
a woman's bidding. 

PIETRO. 

^bou art thyself a part of it, as being issue to 
^he state*s goviernor. 
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theteVKttle ^tte iti this Td haVe^theedd. 
It is a woinaii V thrift thou mirst pferforitti. 

i'lEirRo. 
Nay,' I ffeir bought that thou canst put mc to. 
I eati il^eak biEild upoto 6t:ca^ion^ ; iye, 
And sv^g^ \dth ttiy tbfagufe. 

dtiftA. 

Not lack of sjaf^cH 
I dread in thdd danst thbu be silent, secret? 
Sit with loud talkers, aiid iiommand thy voice 
I'o wise ai^d just disci'etidil ? 

PIETRO. 

Else no statesman* 
I '11 be inexplicabty dttlP atid daittbi 
As a saint's calendar without a legend. 

OLIVIA. 

And hast thou thought thee what a tender thing 
1^ WOtnatf^ rcpUfaiioli ? Oh hav*r frail ! 
Ifhat, if it '^cape the storta, the sun doth fade it? 
That, if it fall not by untimely crosses. 
The elements that nourished its young seed 
00 make it grow to bursting? Know'st thou 
this? ' 



1 eom%t>'t. S^ 

TDisadfrtiriably said. Indeed I know it ; , 
Not thus, but yet the saniei 

OLlVlA» 

Hiai I may trust thoei 
Hils little paper thou must cdilv^y wi& tiie 
moilt diligent speed to Arsenio. Nome must 
know of it^ not even my father. All but thoit 
might put such fbrced construction on the dwi 
as would .strain n,y fair reputa 

P1ETA04 

.To Arsenio ! Arsenio ? — Octavio-^ — 

OLIVIA. 

Hush, not a word of him. Come hither, and 
hear me". It must be done secretly. As secret- 
ly must thou bring back what he will give thee; 
and if he marvel at thy caution, why then — 

PIETKO. 

Then, Madam — 

OLIVIA. 

Why then thou may'st not say I so bespoke 
it, but on the most eager demand. Report all 
faithfully, and thou shalt have no cause to re- 
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gret thy diligence hath beett so employed. But 
silence, silence! [Eait Olivia. 



PIETRO. 



I am dumb; thyself hath taken from me the 
of speech. To Arsenio this, and secretly ! — 
Here 's what his looks have come to, and - hia 
sighs, and his leers. ' I thought it But that: 
the invitation should come from her ! This ex* 
ceeds my most rank conceptions of th^e sex. : 
And Octavio ! — But its no affair of mine : mine *a 
to be silent But my thoughts !^— Oh, fiilsome,^ 
fulsome. [Esi/. 



»■»- ■ 
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ACT III. 

Enter Pietuo* 

That the iDuke should have to speak with 
the Lord Arsenio, is most like: that the most 
X:onfident inrhate of his bosom should bear his 
word, is yet no harm : that Pietro should be 
Ifere, stands upon no grounds of suspicion: 
therefore ^tis well yet But eyes will^be pry- 
ing, tongues will utter, and ears will receive; 
s(>, for the sake of caution, it were as well not 
t6 he seen here. The intent dbes make me 
coward. Yonder he passes* Hist— Sir — -My 
Lord Arsenio — 

Enter Arsenio. . 

ARSENIO. 

Who calls? — tta, friend Pietro--T * 
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PIETRO. 

Thy friend as thou sbalt find it. Here's a 
challenge! 

ARSENIO. 

A challenge \ I know of none I have of- 
fended. 

PIETRO. 

Are there no challenges but upon offence ? 
Here ; let the mild character of the superscrip- 
tion bid thy valour doff its armour. 

(Giving a kttc^.y 
AR32;nio« 
Ha ! mild indeed* It is Olivia's^ 

Wf-TEO. 

Hush ! let not thy breath take such a forni 
again. Never utter the word, but in mumaurs 
upon her lips. 

AMEN 10 (kming read)* 

Oh sweet ! Oh exqui3ite ! What, Pieti:p> 
^halt thou have for this? — But U it true? \\ 
cannot be: it is too exquisite; toofulLamjear 
sure of content. Art thou, aure of this ? 

Of what, my noblest Signet? . 
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Qf tjiis ! of tl^is ! Do^st thou ^ot know? 

PlETliO. 

Nay, my Ipr^, I know many things thaj arei, 
and are most exquisite. But of this — ^I hav<^A 
indeed, seen the shell of it; but you, it seems, 
have cracke4 it for the kj^mel. , 

aa;s£nio. 

Who gave tliee this, this prologue to more 
sweetpesis ? 

PIJ&TiU). 

The most beautiful Lady Olivia. 

ARSENIO/ 

ladled, Olivia! When— where — how? 

PIETRO. 

- • 

The when, some hour ago ; the where, in her 

<?wn chamhier ; thp how, I blush if> ^slJ TOOJSt 
guiltily. 

AJELSENIO. 

Oh lovely guilt! guilt fairer than thesi^QW* 
That top tile hoary Caupa&us at night! 
More spicy than the loade^ Arah wind 
Thatxl^a.f^^ th? v^iry pplig; ! > ^ 
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PIETRO. 

All was secrecy. But, pardon nie, I mast 
not say that. T was well commanded me not 
to say so, unless compelled to it by most eager 
demand. 

' AllSEKIO. 

» 

In very truth ! she bad thee, then, be silent ! 
Was it her voice that spoke, her lips that 
moved ! 

Did not the air catch perfumes from her breath F 
Say, didst thou watch her gracious motion ? — 
Speak ! 

PIETRO. 

My lord, I never have such fancies but when 
I am commanded to it. 

ARSENIO. 

Wilt thou bear to thy fair lady what I shall 
give thee ? 

PIETRO. 

What you speak, I will report; what you 
shall indite, I will carry. 

ARSENio (having written.) 
Here, here; mare words would scorch thfe 
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very paper. Here. Say to hpr, besides, that | 
will attend her most devoutly. Begone, and 
say it. [jBa'i/ Arsen jo. 

piETEo (aione). 
So, so ; to what new office am I put now ? 
IsTay, the office is an old one, though I an^ 
somewhat young at it. Tis strange. Welji, 
ice is made to melt in fire : but that I should 
blow the coals — ^Thi$ grows more g^nd more ful- 
^ome. i^^[f' 



' SCENE II. — ClaudioV House. 
JEnter AuAiapA and AijfTOisio. 

ANTOMIO. 

ffold me so giiiltkss in your fair esteem, 
That from mine own device I have not wro:ught, 
^ut bound to it by oath. 

ABCAKDA. 

J am so pure, 

F 
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So free in mine own thoughts, that I call 

down 
The eye of Heaven to judge me. Can you say 
The cause that warps my lord thus ? 

ANTONIO. 

Gentle lady. 
Put me not to it. Yet I am so hound 
In all affections to your noble natures, 
That what I can, that will I risk to join you 

• 

In your true loves and happiness together. 

AMANDA. 

Is Claudio jealous ? 

ANTONIO. 

Some would say he is not, 
As fearing none on earth ; nor could he name 
The man he holds his rival. 

AMANDA. 

, Yet you'd say 
Claudio is jealous.. , 

[ ' ANTONIO. 

Is it to be jealous, 
To hold you as a pure ^^nd holy temple, 
Most unpolluted ? ^ Is it to be jealous. 
To give you liberal course, and ,free dispose 
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Of every act ? nay, tp command your presence 
To one he bids to sue you? Is this je^lQ^^y^ ? ci 
Yet on my life I think Claudio is jealous. 

Alas, and wherefore so? I was so slow, 

Jo £nd a caus^ imn^ I found not this. , ^ * 

ANTOXIO.. 

Must I revive 4ead sojrr^^ws ?— rAngelp-r- 

AMA^IPA, 

Aijd what pf biin ?; , 

AKTONIQ. 

■ ■ ■ '•".■--■...-«.»■■. 
Lord Angelo pursues him. 

AMANDA, 

Alias, he 's dead 

ANTONIOa , ; . ;i 

And ^hat ' alas ' would join 
The living Claudio to dead Angelo. 

AMANDA. 

He was the first love of my early days, 
And my betrothed. I grieve for him as on^ 
Who should have been my lord. 

ANTONIO. 

And that 's too mucl). 



- ^ •• « 
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'' A»rA!»t)A. 

But I loVe dkndio as frty. Wtng lord. 

Mark how he 's jealbtii. Not with such cosk 

Cfcit* ' ■ 
As blacken hiiii Whd64reit,iulii h# ^fid brb^ 

them; ' ' 

Not wiffi corttipfed fkticUsif df fd^l df^irfs, 
That drop contagion oil tli^ love begets them; 

But with such workings as this^ taihfed w6rk) 

' • • • • '' 

Change to ethereal ^^dntki. 

'•'•■■ ■■•'■ ■ ■ Ai^kmvA. 

How is this? 

ANTONIO. " 

And were that forni and rhdrtal stuff dissolved, 

.•-•.-■"■ ■ " * . • ' -■" ^ 

Still there were food fot* Claudio's jealousy. 

AMANi)A. 

Oh ecstasy of sorrow !* Jeklousy, 
That never counsel takeS biit of itself, 
Never so wandered, ifad he found me fi'e^ 
I could have put restraint oh ihy behaviour ; 
Or full of speech, 1 had become as marble ; 
Or taxed Inie with unseemly wild desires. 



I could have set my ipipdiu such a compass 
Not to distaste .hina. Had I danced, moyedj 

I could have frozen the offending blood 

That made , the motions. Were my crime but 

living, 
I could have doomed it. Oh, but this, but this I 
It is a shadow's shadow, and a dream 
Of all mad dreams in one. 

V 

(Claudio enters behind, unseen.) 

CLApDio (aside). 

So clo^e^ so clo^e ! 

4NT0NI0. 

ni kiss ttat hanfl, wd leay? you. I jamX 

heiQLQe. 
There is no safety to my twrying li#re. 
The jealousy that ba4 me to this proof 
JNe ver more, holds, me g^iltl/pss. ISjixf^ thjseyiiifr^ 

He .^oos her in good soptfe l-i-W^ll, w1]At .of 

that? 
He must /do so, m he is . imioh fpr^^of n ; ' 
He must not do 30^ or he 'sjboi^ fQJTilwaxju 



70 MANtUAN ftEVELS, 

AMANDA. 

Now by the beating of an honest heart, 

And by what good men owe to truth, I charge 

you 
Stir not from here until to Claudio's breast 
That truth'shall strike. 

CL AUDIO (aside). 
Ha ! is not this most monstrous ! 

ANTONIO. 

Such love as binds me Claudio's, even with such 
Is my soul thine. And prize not less my friend- 

ship, 
For that the hand of mellow-paced Time 
Hath not the wild shoots of its infancy 
Plucked from the stem and body of its root. 
I Oh there be spots upDn the wings of Time, 
Like meteors on the pitchy face of night, 
That shine resplendent off. Occasions, chances. 
And all the steeled rubs of this hard world, 
Are Fortune's tools whereby she fashions us ; - 
And, from the bulk of our great natures, strikes 
Such fiery sparks and flashes of high worth. 
As sober day owes not. I have gone tlirough 



This brake unscathed, and what remains of life 
Is dedicated yours. 

c L A iJ D ip (advancing^ 
Oh woman ! traitor ! 
A perjur'd traitor ! woman most forsworij ! 
The sprites of hell surround, encompass you! 
• And with their sooty arms shake chains upon 
you 
Shall scorch your fiery loins. ^Oh how III 
curse you ! 

AMANDA. 

Claudio, how now ? 

CLAUDIO. 

How now, thoU spotted fiend 
I once thought pure as snow! How now! 

Even so 
As I have wished to be. Aye, now and ever! 

ANTONIO. 

What is this fury ? 

CLAUDIO. 

Dost thou ask it, traitor? 
The plague of doubting on thee ! fears, suspi* 

cions 
File all thy mind^ and stretch it till it crack. 
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For ease, sfeek confirmation. When it comes. 
Wish you could doubt again ; and be you then 
As I am now. What shall I say to curse you? 

AMANDA. 

Alas, he's past all cure that will not hearken. 

If you had taVn a Wound upon your bosom. 

Or felt in aching Knib or a sick qualm ; 

Nay, had kbt chafed the skin upon your handy 

Vou'd not reject who bringsyou medicine. 

You have a raging and a violent wound 

Given to your soul • y^t dash the chalice 

down 
That would send health to you. 

CLXUDIO. 

A poison'^d chalicel 
I Ve dmnk too deep of it t A common cup, 
Where i5vei*y oile may ply his slavefd lips I 
Oh, heaven, to thinic on ^t ! 

ANTONIO. 

^ Cannot innocence 

Outclamdur such suspicions? Claudio, hear me. 
You Ve wronged a sweet and most deservitig 
wife, 

Whose virtue scorns suspicion; but Whxrse love 
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Cannot abide with it. Lo, th^i^e'she j/featids, 
A fair rose blasted in it& prime of sweetness. 
And cropt for too much worth. So free and 

chaste, 
iliatt what she fires she quenches, the same 

motion 
Begetting lave and wonder ; such a creature 
As earth not paragons, for th^e h none 
So harmonised as she. 

CLAUDiO. 

Oh, well-timed passion, 
That shews me what you are, and the fresh 
•gloss * 

Of a ntw toy. But time hath given me reason. 
And I behold a blighted, withered w«ed, 
That blofssom-d fair— but, oh, whose fruh kf 

« 

ipoison! 

ANTONIO. 

Look up, most injured lady, whom great Heavea 
Will not abandon now. 

CLAUmO. 

Before my face! 
I '11 rip that bosom, that the world may see 
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How looks a strumpet's heart ! 

(Runs to her wUh his dagger. She screams^ 

having received a slight wound which Clau- 

Dio does not perceive J 

My arm is weak^ 
And my strong nerve is coward at her voice. 
Ohy smiling Death! — ^Take thou, this dagger 

from me ; 
Fling it but to the ground ; if thou art false, 
My wrongs shall dash thee on its point Hang it 
With adamant above thine head ; thy guilt. 
That rives the strong affections of the world. 
Shall pluck it down. Or wear it in thy bosom ; 
When thou shalt hear how sad a thing, how 

wretched, 
How lost, I wander'd — Oh, 'twill make me mad! 
\Thraws his dagger at her feet ^ and exit. 

ANTONIO. 

Alas, she faints ! — Oh calumny, more heavy 
Than murdVous lead, hath stung her. — Lb, she 

breathes ! 
How fares it, beauteous virtue ? 



^ 



AMANDA. 

Very ill ; 
And ill at heart, too. — Claudio, where art thou? 

ANTOKIO. 

V 

1 11 follow, and detain him. 

AMANDA. 

Do not so/ 
I *11 wear his unjust wrath by my obedience. 
I will be patient as I have been true: 
Give way to him. When husbands rage Un- 
justly, 
Wives win by gentleness. — Give me that dag* 
get. 

ANtONIO. 

Oh piteous sight! What precious drops do 

hang 
Upon its blade. 

AMANDA. 

Tis his last gift, Antonio. 
He bad me wear it in my bosom here. 
And see, the rude acquaintance they have ta en 
Doth make it dearer. 

ANTONIO. 

And what streams of blood 
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Flow from thine innoeent heart. 

AMANDA. 

A scratch, Autonio, 
Not felt 'mid the saul'is racks, the eye sees not : 
And there is potent medicine for such wQunds, 
But none to stop my tears. And even now 
Their source is made the richer, with the grief 
That I must bid thee hence. 

ANTONIO. 

Dare 1 not stay 

r 

To be your slave? to watch, to kneel by you ? 

AMANDA. 

No, not an hour. Though. chastity be.sweet, 
Yet the .world's breath can taint it. Fair repute 
Is that which makes it sweeter. She doth 

^ wrong 
Herself and virtue, knowing she is chaste. 
That shev^s her honour in such paltry garbs 
As wantons use. Wf re I as Claudio .^ays, 
What could I more than so ?— rFar^wdil, An- 

tonio. 
This morning I was ha|^y ; and this even 
il stand the most forlorn, ^dejected wretch ! 



v^ 



But heaven that sees my ills will do me right; 
Till the which hour III walk in heaven's blest 
sight. [Ea^it Amanda. 

ANTONIO. 

s » • • 

• \ * 

Oh day of woe ! That men will be so bold 
To make that true, "which true brings ruin to 

them ! 

« 

Alas, alas, I Ve seen too much of this. 

Ere Claudio had reserved me to this trial, 

He should have proved me more or less than 

man. 
Ahianda peerless ! would I had not known it! 
Strengthen my soul, great Heav'n ! Oh kill in it 
All-beauteous s^nse, and make it barren, witfa^ 

ered ! 
for better were a human block, a stone. 
Than what I dr^ad. Stand 'twixt my heart and 

me 
With tiiy strong armour. If it be love I feel, 
As I do fear itjs, it is a crime 
To be of such a weak and feeling stuff , 
As 1 am made of.-.— Come time as it may^ 
The task be mine to mend this broken day. 
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it 

SCENE lll.—Jn Apartment in the jPukes Pa^ 
lace lighted up- Masks^ Sgc. 

I 

Enter Octavio and Ethelbert masked* Oc- 

1 iLyio as a Friar. 



ETHELBERT, 



Nay, never tell me of this. I cannot, in the 
true affectioli of my love, see it, and not tell 

* 

thee how much thou, art abused. 



OCTAVIO. 



Well, thyself shall be the judge whether she 
perform not every act of our stipulation as 
agreed upon. She shall speak with Arsenic, 
give a ipeeting to him in niasks to feed his pas^ 
sion, and substitute Julia in her room. Julia 
shall marry with Arsenio j and my honour, or 
the love of iliy mistress, suffer no impeach- 
ment; 
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ETHELBERT, 

And thoti wouldst have me stand l>y, and be 
a witness to thy disgrace? . ^ 

OCTAVIO. 

If it fall not put as I promise thee, I will 
away with thee this night from Mantua, for- 
swear all relation to it, and forget my love and 
friendships there : but, if it prove other\vise, 
promise me that thou wilt afford hospitaKty in 
thy bosom to thoughts more worthy of thy ex- 
cellent nature. 

ETHELBERT. 

I say agreed, to ail. But here come the 
maskers. 



JEnier *oarious maskers. A dance. J'hen enter 

m. » 

Olivia and Jviak as pilgrims^ in dresses of 
different colours, followed by Arsenio in a 
domino. 



ARSENIO. 



It cannot be- for any sin of thine, fair pil- 
grirtj; that thoa art doomed to penance. 
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OLIVIA* 

And wherqfor^ not for any sin of jnine ? J 
am not too young to have committed many. 

ARSENIQ. 

Joye loves such sinners.. But of wh^t hast 
thou been gnilty ? 

01,1 VIA%, 

Of every sin th^t wom^m can commit, ^|id 
man no accomplice in it. I am proud wlieu I 
win, hnmible when I 3ue, gentle when I lure^ 
cruel when I *m woo'd. I put vestments? on 
my limbs, and hide all ihy comeliness from all 
men, but an indifferent face^ which I 've h^ard 
praised, yet . had not charity to belifiv^ the 
praisen 

ARSENIO. 

^ ' ' ' » 

May I be judge 'twixt thee and thy uncha^ 
ritableness ? 

OLiyiA. 

No^, sir ; for these things do I hold sufficient 1 
to demand seclusion. 

ARSENIO. • 

I 'd cite thee int6 Cupid's qourt, but that the 
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* • • • - 

wily god would ndt dare to award against 
th^e. 

OLIVIA. 



Arsenio ! 



ila! 



ARSENid; 



OLlVtAi 

Hu^h! (They talk aside.) 

OCTAVIO (to JULIa). 

Hie gentleness of all thy wishes bless thee. ' 

JULIA; 

I 'm bent on holy shrift; the gods go with nie! 
But thinks't thou, father, that there be in heav'a 
Such store of mercy, that these nether ills 
Have not spent all ? 

6CTAVI0. 

Doubt it not, holy pilgrim. 
JHeaveh, that made wayward man, give thus 

much mercy } 
That every sin should have his shroud of it, 
And be interred forgotten. They 'Ve not praVed 
For it, who have not found it 

OLiVIA f/O AKSENIO), 

i)o this, and I will hear thee. Be prepared 

a 
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to meet ftie here in the instant with the assure 
ance I ask^ that thou wilt marry Julia forth' 
with^ and I'll grant thy mad petition. 

ARSENIO. 

Exact o^ me what penance, pilgrimage — 

OLIVIA. 

No, nought but this. No time for thought. 
We must part even here, and now or never. 

ARSENIO. 

Come what come may, 1 11 do it 

oxiviA. 
Tis weUt I will find the means to lose thi» 
lady. She is a stranger here, but of high blood 
in Venice. 

[Exeunt Olivia a/21/ Julia on out stde^ Ar« 
sE'sio on the other.) 

Manent jEthilbert and Octavio. 

£TH£LB£RT. 

See how she held him. I tell the^ Octavio; 
had I inelinied to thy belief before, this had 
made a sceptic of me* What wilt thou §ay, 
when thou seest her outdo the very exigency 
and true want of feigne4 ?p^rtesy ? 
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_ . OCTAVIO. 

That she jjlays her part beyond the slow 
^ace of our conceptions; and that we cannot 
keep time in our minds with the excellency of 
her actions. 

EtHELBtRT. 

Oh, dull and slow conceptions are thine, 
tfuly. Our country notion, then, is wrong of 
your southern warmth; which, as we think, 
can kindle passion from a spark to blaze ere we 
ean say> ' behold !* It is not so, and you must 
be taught by a Briton. 

ocTAvro. 

If thou wouldst say we must be taught jea- 
lousy, thou deceivest thyself* Jealousy is a 
plant of hotter growth ; and, when it meets the 
cold breath of the north, 't is frozen into suspi- 
cion. — But come, we have yet much to observe. 
Here are the maskers. 

'Enter various Maskers, dance, 8^c. -^ then 
Enter Arsenio (a paper in his hand). 

arsenio. 
'^T is done, and 1 11 not think on *t. Here is the 
scroll 
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That binds me to my fate. Well, what of that? 
I sought it once. Why, very true ; but theti 
I had not known Olivia. Tlie conditions 
Must niake all sweet. Ye heavens, one littte 

hour! 
Aye, think on that ; fill all thy mind with that \ 
And let to-morrow furnish for if self. 

Enter Olivia and Julia, having ea^changcd 
dresses with each other ; and Octa vio. 

J- 

OtiVIA (to atnAVio). 
You follow still with such unbent petition, 
I grieve to think it bootless to a pilgtim- . 
The utmost alfns my charity can give 
Are praydrs and blessifags; 

©CTAVIO. 

ShallI46ffthia(dowf, 
And change it for a helmet ? Of these sables^ 
I'll make a gallant armour j of my beads, 
A brazen gorget ; and my feeble crosier 
Shall be a beechen lance: my noiseless prayers 



I '11 bartep for the j wagg'ring roar of Mars, . 
Jf that a soldier bt. prjefej-red Jo hope. 

[X>«rm^ this speech, Julia &a«re^ Olivia, 

ion^ €;i'iV o^iM Arseniq, who has ^ivefi her 

fhe paper he h^^ in his hand.} 

Enter Ethelbert. ^ 

«• • 

1 • • ■ - . r ■ .■ 

^THSLBERT. 

Oh, excellent ! Come, no more trifling ; leave 
^is mummery. Come, come, quit Mantusu If 
|hou wou^dfit i?ot ad^ the pame of break-pjr o- 
jnise to the shaipe th^t others put upon thee, 
come away. • 

pCTivyiO. 
How now, Eth^elbert, what m^ans this? 

ejthelbJsrt. 
It means that thou art abused by the very 
^square and rule of what I told thee. She is 
gone. ,1 saw her. Arsenio led her out. 

OCTAVIO. 

This is not so. 

Not SO ; this is not so ! Come with me, and 
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^ - • 

/ , ... 1 

if Venus lend not some friendly cloud to cover 

• » 5 

her votaries, they shall be ft)und. 

OCTAVIO. * 

I say this is not so, 

OLIVIA, 

What, sir, i^iay thij^ meau? This gentleman 
is in trouble. Think'st thou the orisons of ^ 
holy pilgrim may help him to his quiet? 

ETJIJELBERT. 

• ' ' ' ' ^ 

Aye, yoaVe one of them, A woiniti capnot 
be a simple offender, but ^he must draw others 
into her eddy. You cannot walk single in the 
path of evil. You must have crowds to gaze 
at your vanity, accomplices to share thift joy of 
your iniquity, and confederates to titter at the 

, success of your lures. Your person is your 
idol, and you seek to extjBnd the worship. Yet 
the idol w^ behold is but the image of another 
idol. The face you shew is not youf own ; tiie 
eyes you leer with have learned such gambols 
as nature never taught. In one word, you are 
just foul and fair enough for the one to makp 

^ the other your perdition. 
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OLIVIA. 

Have you Bevm* knowm anj^ in whom &ir- 
aiess and foulness did so meet and conjoin^ as 
to form one whom nature need not grieve at, 
0r art disown? 

ETHELBERT. 

Why all this talking? Come, wilt thcki for- 

« 

«wear thy word ? ., 

OCTAVIO. 

I '11 not forswear it^ yet I will mt go. 

ETUELBEBT, 

Theti stay, and live the dupe of this fiair- 
^eemitig Olivia. All the torments her ill deeds 
vcan bring, and she i^ most fertile in evil, attend 
thee ! She needs qo less ifoir ^n outride to cloak 
her jinward foulness ; and may they be un- 
changeabte! 

OLIVIA (unmasking. 

Sir, give her leave to thank ycfu, ii» her awn 
person, for the care yoa h^tve taken of her lord's 
honotir and of her own renown, ^w thanks 
you, above all, for this l^st prayer for the wel- 
fare of her beaujby. 



£TH£Lfi£RT. 

How.aowl what new cheat, what illusion? 

■• M J ; OLIVIA. 

' ^ No cheat, ^ np illusion, . but substantial hQ* 
pesty. This hand is real, and here it is a ro^I 
pledge of love. . 

' t ETHELBERT. 

I 'm struck with dumbness! • , • 

OCTAVIO. 

I 

Well, fVi^id, what say '&t thou now ? Is my 

i 

Olivia true ? 

ETHELBERT. 

I roust believe so £aF, But wa^ not Arsfnio 
false? 

, OCTAVIQ. 

Most false? and perjur'd. But vhat of that ? 

ETHELBERT. 

He is a wise philosopher, the half of whose 
knowledge is tru§ ; i^ut h^ is still wiser who 
knowi^half the truth. .But jcqinft unravel. 

OCT^yiO, 

Thou hast heard hpw Arsenic followed her 
with love, and tempted her to anticipate the 
l^reakage of the marriage vow. Thou hast he?u:fl 



A COMEDY, 8^ 

of Julia, too, and his past vows to her. Olivia 
seemed to comply, but Julia holds her place ; 
^nd hence the transmigratioii of form, an4 
maskery in masj^ip^. 

OLiVlA. 

And from this counterfeit we '11 have much Joy. 
Arsenio shall b^ saved from further ill,. 
And Julia righted bravely. 

OCTAVIO. 

Haste away ; 
The double fites attend us. He is bound, 
^And cannot 'scape. • My.deai:est love, ^t is ours 
To lead, the way. Soft music wake Qur^oys. 
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ACT IV, 



<• 



SCENE !• — ^^» apartment in Arsekio's House. 

Enter Arsenio. 

Well) if there he a sum of happiness 
Destin'd to each at's birth, let mine be ta'en 
From every several hour to form one moment. 
And stich I *ve known ; Olivia taught it me. — 
Yet I am happy now, oh wondrous happy ! 
The world would say so of me. I am wived 
With gentleness itself. — I lov'd her once. 
T is to be very happy. — {Enter Julia.}— Thou 

' art gentle, 
Tender, and kind. I was about to think 
With mine own heart of this; but thou art 

come. 
Is it QOt true that I am very happy ? 
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■JVLlAi 

i 

I hope so, d«r tny lord. 

Dear lord ! 't is so. 
^nd thou art happy, too? 

I dare not say it. 
I have no joy but* that 1 ciatch from thee. 

ARSENIO. 

Phf then, be wondrous merry. ' - 

' ' ^ ^ Sif, I dare not. 

■ ' ,'■'.■ • " ■ - * 

Thy mirth is iii thy iir^ords, nbt itt thy looks : 

And heavy words, with heavy Idd'ks, were fittfer 

^ah siich discordant gambols of the tongue. 

Jt will grow better. Thou art feuch; my Julia, 
As must amend t^e vagrancy 6f Mood, 
And fix it — fix it. 

JULIA. 

Po not thus commend me. 
pold praise speaks my deserts as cold, deserving 
None, if not thy loye. 
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AliSKXIO. 

Ho^r long is it now 
Since I am thine? 

JULIA. 

Since first thoiLSWor'^t it.to nje, 
T is longer than 1 11 say. Since last — 

Xoo soony 
Too soon ! 

JULIA. 

4 

Wl^ dost thou start thus ? Oh, my lord, 
If there be aught wh^ein I haye oflbndf^» 
(rive me to know it. If too prou^ I ^^^ 
My new-advanced fortunes^ doth this motion 
Become them more ? Am I too bold of speech ? 
Frugal or free of converse ? How is it, 
By whal^ in what err I ^ It shall gp hafd 
But thou shaltrfind in me an hu[mble learner. 
But do not frown that I am what I am, 
Merely because 't is so. Tell me my fault. 

ARSENIO. 

I think thou hast none. W}11 ij^ot that suj^c^? 



Indeed ! Then I can't mend. 

' ARSKKIO. 

Sweet siittpleton f— 

* 

Go to, be merry. Take no thought of this. 
I *d have thee smile ; and, when thy husband 's 

sad, 
Season his i^adness with such sweet atonementar 
As 'witch him from- his thoughts. [Ej;it Julia. 

It is this isamenessi 
Tliat palls, that sickerisif I might yet drudge on, 
Aye, and this joyles» cheek grttw plump again, 
Jf there w^i^e aught to fiHipi thedull blood 
From its old onward course. * jx 



Enter Octavio. 



OCTAVIO. 



A • i 



f.t 



So, so ; here is news f<§r: both k>f us. We are 
a pair, indeed, of such Accomplished doltist as 
the world never knew till ourselviK. , We Aver4 
born to shew what beasts men can be made. 
Oh devils, and worse than ten thousand devils I 

' ARSENia 

What is this ?• I nevet « heard a * bridegrooiii 
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vbits US when the sweetness of the defed i^ 
past— Well dir, she sir, she hath confessed alL 

AKSENIO. 

All !— What— how— with whom? Oh/ btifc 
this alarms me ! 

octAVid. . ' 

Ail, all; for it is all when 1 kil6w the' injtiry 
s(^ fixed upon me that nought can wipe it oiit: 
As for the instrument of het foulness, what 
matters it whether the prince or the beggar—^ 

ARSENIO; 

I breathe again f^^/rfe^. --- But truly, what 
both, both foul ! not one honest between thdm ! 
I say again, this cannot be. Julia! she whoni 
I have known from childhood^ followed, woo'd 
as soon as known ! No, that 's a charm that 
tannot be destroyed. I was to blame not to 
have prized her better. 

OCTAVIO. 

My wife knew all, saw all, contrived all ( 

. ARSEI^IO. 

' Thy wife contrived all ! nay, then there 's nd 
relief. 
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OGTAVIO. 

Ha, how is this ? Hadst thou a forethought 
of my wife's disloyalty, and didst not speak of 
it to me? 

AUS£NIO. 

I know not what I spoke. Good Octavio, 
I '11 not believfe it of either. 



OCTAVIO* 

What, not with their own confession ? 

ARSENIO. 

Mitie has tiot confessed aUght. 

OCTAVIO. 

Speak to her of it. They h^d resolved to 
jown it, if we accused them. But mine being 
the bolder, or the weaker, outran my suspicion, 
and spoke before I asked. 

Enter JvLiA. 



ARSSNIO. 

Julia, my Julia, thou wilt answer nay ; 
I prithee do so ; aye, it must be nay ; 
It is so* Speak ; h it npt no, my Julia ? 

H 
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JULIA. 

To what, my lord ? 

ARSENIO. 

To this, to this, my sweet ; 
To this device of his. 

JULIA. 

Give me to hear it ; 
And to the surest of my thoughts I '11 answer. 
Though death do follow it. 

ARSEIjriO. 

This is enough. 
I seek no more. ' My dearest, gentlest wife 1 

OCTAVIO. 

t)ull dotard, can it be ! Now hear mfe ques- 
tion.— My wife — 

ARSENIO. 

Thy wife is sunk ; and, in her drowning, 
Clings to the fairest angel of the skies. 

OCTAVIO. 

Hath confessed all. 

JULIA. 

Ha ! 

ARSENIO. 

What, pale ! I prithee \ 
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Recal that wand'ring colour to thy cheek ; 
It doth" infect m$. 

OCTAVIO. 

But another word. 
A maiden bride wert thou ? Oh nOj 't is clear ; 
Her cheek is paler than becomes her virtue. 

ARSENIO; 

Hold, semblance damn'd of what thou'rt most 

unlike! 
But yet I will not. — Live— Avoid my sight— 
Oh, death, what strong temptation ! How, still 

near me ! 

Enter Olivia* 



OLIVIA*. 

Give me a word or two that I be heard. 
I come not to extenuate my fault, 
But that it may be known. There is in guilt 
This precious remedy, that, being told, 
It scares the hearers. Give me patient hear- 
ing.— 

a 

Arsenio, thou hast known how I was tried ; 

> 

My faith was strained, and all the qualities 
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Of a subdued and very loyal lov« 

Stolen from itself and its true fiefed master. 

Thou hast known this. Then witness for me. 

Heaven, 
If it were less than human art could prox^e, 
And pardon me a« I did combat it. 

AftSENIO. 

Twas not enough to keep thy wanton feats 
Within the pale and vortex of a court> 
Bui thy foul breath — 

OLiVtA. 

Oh hear, Almighty Power ! 
This is Arsenio speaks ! 

ARSENIO. 

Will none, will none 
Drag hence that frantic woman ? 

OLIVIA. 

Prove between us 
Whose pulse doth beat more temperate, A 

woman 
May well be heard wh6 comes t' accuse herself. 
It is not perjury that swears our shame; 
T is conscitente. He whO" long hath tempted 

tne; 
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1(>\ 



Who craftily did warp me from my duty ; 
Who hunted every wiuding of my love , 
That i}ed from him; v^ho seized it harass*4i 

breathless; 
The traitor, the seducer, is Arsenio! — 
Nay, start not, sirs — Heaven help me as 'tii^ so. 

ARSENIO. 

Demons of falsehood ! Can you not be true 
To your own shame ? Rather than hold your 

silence, 
You 'd blast youf own repute : nay, you would 

sin. 
Were 't but to t^lk and talk on 't,. 

OCTAVIO. 



How is thi&? 



My friend . . 



AK^ENIO. 

Thy friend ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Wilt thou not prove it false? 

ARSENIQ. 



]Leave me. 



OCTAVIO, 

Can this be true ? 



\ 
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ARSENIC. 

Uxorious dotard ! 
Aye, trust the very lies that make them falser 
Than e'er was dreamt of. This is monstrous 

vanity ! 
You do not swear more stoutly you are vir^* 

tuous. 
Than, when you've owned the deed, you boast 

of it 
Alike to be believed ; true but to this, 
To your own lies and vainness. — If you doubt 

me, 
J shall be found, sir. At the western monu- 

/ 

ment 
1 11 wait for you till eve. 

JULIA. 

Oh do not leave me ! 

ARSENIO. ' • 

Do not attempt to stay me ! — Then even so; 

[ pmhes her from hin^ 
And all the ills I feel be doubled on thee. [Esit. 



OCTAVIO. 

She falls! 
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JULIA. 

Oh I am §ick at heart 1 

OLIVIiV. 

Come, cheerly. 

JULIA. 

Would that this hour had been my last! I grieve 
I am thus weak. T is a strange part I play, 
And strangely do I mar it in the playing. 

Ot*IVIA. 

Fie, no more heart ! T is but qne note let down 
That jars amid sweet sounds. Come, follow mq. 
We Vfe yet much gaia to do ^rc night be past; 
We've yet the heaviest hour, as 't i^ the last. 



§CENE II.— The Street before the Duke's Pa-: 

lace. 

Enter Pietro and Jacintha. 

PIETRQ. 

By day and pight, wife, but this confounds 
me. That Olivia should be false, is what in some 
kijid I look for; but that she should be false to 
her falseness ! What can this mean ? 
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% 

- JACINTHA. 

It means more mischief^ to be surcw But 
they're not alone in Mantua at these deeds. 
Sigaor Claudfo, too, has found out his wife at 
what something smacks of it ; and is^ in course 
of it^ goi>e mad. 

PIXTRCK 

Well, that, a wise msui should p^rt with hiai 
senses because a fooUsh woman gets rid of her 
honesty I Why, in which of his limh& doth he 
smart for it ? Is his doublet the worse fashion* 
ed ? or do hia hose hang the more ilUfavouredly 
upon his leg ? His fiesh healeth as soon aa the 
flesh of him who is unyoked ; bis broth is made 
of the same viands"; an(| his breath can cool it 
as other men's. Then why should he send his 
reason after a jade's honesty who hath don^e 
:pothing tow^d it ? No, no ; let her that acts 
the folly be the fool Aye, but there 's a sof e^ 
ness in it that covers a man all over like a boil: 
it peels off the cuticle of his comforts, andi 
leaves him bare, that every touch is a gadfly to 
him. There 's nothing so tender as the skin of 
your cuqkold. What can heal him ? Revenge ? 
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hU neighbrnir'a soreiiess cannot mend bit. 
Valour ? 't is a vile enemy to a raw skm.-"Pa' 
tience? why, it bath an oil in it; but your 
true remedy is faith, which sees all and believes 
nought, 

JACINTHA. 

Out, coj^comb} Here's a profession for 9 
man juat married, as thou art 

pi£Tiia 

.'Tis even so, wife; and heaven give OT5 
faith when I need it.— But, who have we here ? 

Enter Pbr£Orino and Solario. 



SQLARrO. 

This cannot be ; I cannot leave you yet. 
My conscience tells me not to hbld, while you've 
a single sense left. Oh, sweet virtue, that.bids 
us do our likings ! 

YEREGRINO. 

You '11 be drunk ; and then our masters will 
come, and ask us why we are so ; as if 't were 
any fault of ours the wine should get into our 
heads. Let one of us, at the least, be sober^ to 
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answer our masters. Our masters! we shaU 
soon have no masters. 

SOLARIO. 

And why so ? 

PERE6RIN0. 

r 

We shall soon be as drunk as kings, and a 
king hath no master : and that 's why your idle 
varlets, for the most part, go without masters^ 
JBut now let's home, and mind our affairs. 
Which way be yours ? 

PIETRO. 

What blasphemy is in these drunkdn rogues \ 
Now could I, by the virtue of my office, ap- 
prehend the knaves for misdemeanour. But it 
becometh him who is newly yoked to be peace- 
ful. Wiyiug and Jthriving make men prudent* 

SOLARIO. 

Why, a$ I bethink me, my affairs must be 
this way. 

PEREGRINO. 

Then mine must be this way, for they did 
lie in the opposite toyours. — What a brave com- 
panion have I here (to his bottle). There 's none 
for the road like this. Briihfull of sweet dis- 
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« 

courses, that make me every thing I would 
be, and when I would. It is my choler. and 
my gentleuess, my life and death, my strength 
and weakness, my getting up and my lying 
down— a compendium of the whole man in his 
fulness; and draws the humours out of him, as 
Sol makes the grass greeij. Oh, rare Phocbi^s ! 
I Ve travelled — 



Enter Arsenio. 



SOLARIO. 

My lorjd, my lord, a word with you. Look 
, at yonder sot. How do the staggers sit upon 

;him, eh? • 

» 

^ ARSENIC. 

What fellow is this ? Away, I know thee 
notr— 

PEREGRINO. 

Not know us ! I see how 'tis. He has been 
at it too. 

ARSENIO. 

\ I knew yDU once. 
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« 

P£R£GRINO« 

And will again, when you 've deposited thoM 
fumes upon your pillow.-— But, my lord, you 
bid us ask. to be replenished. Replenish, my 
)ord, replenish. 

ARSENIO. 

Begone, you lazy knaves ; hence^ I say : I 
knew you onqe, but then I had ceased to know 
myself. Oh, now I am new found ; and all 
that once was mine, all that my devilish passion 
had devoured, becom<&s again mine own. Oh, 
th^|: a man should need misfortune to aws^ken 
him, and that be cannot always be just while 
he is happy ! Hence, idte sots, and be sober. — 
Sirrah, follow me f/o Solario). 

[Ea?€unt Arsenio and Sola Rio. 

PSUEQRINO. 

What, does he rage because I have do^e bi3 
.bidding? Good, now; excellent! Let him 
bid me be sober, tlmt 's all. Let him ord^r me 
to abstinence. So will I §ay to him : My lord> 
your lordship once commi^nded nie to do that 
which was pleasing and wholesome; aod X 
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obeyed to the very perfection of exquisite obe- 
dience. But what said you to it ? You flouted, 
and you scoffed, and you spoke churlishly ; 
thereby choaking up the seeds of duty and re- 
verencei, and teaching yoUr true servant to be- 
come an arrant knave. And shall I now obey ? 
Shall I give up swieet liquor for a huff? Shall I 
be thirsty for a fix)wa, and forego the fair com- 
merce of the bottle to be called sot ? Go to : 
your lordship thinks not of it — Go to — 

Enter Octavio. 



OCTAVIO. 

So, sirrah, thou art found at last. Where 
hast thou been all this while, that tliou bast so 
neglected thy duty, and— 

PEHEORINO. 

— ^My lord,— for, as I now bethink me, you 
are my true and loyal master,--T-if there 's a man 
in Mantua that will shew half as much study in 
perforitaing your biddings, may I never have the 
f^ce to ask for a replenish. And that I am 
thus, is by your bidding. 
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OCTAVIO, 

By my bidding ! 

PEREGRINO. 

I'll demonstrate: for though yoii have i 
little too much jumbled my brains, yet your 
lordship being, heaven defend us, sober, may 
know these things as well as any drunken man 
in Mantua. Did not your honour bid me find 
the Lord Arsenio, and do his orders ? 

OCTAVIO. 

Well, fellow! 

PEREGRIKO. 

And good fellow; for I did so. Tlierefore, I 
am drunk by your- orders.-^ 

OCTAVIO. 

Did Arsenio bid thee to be drunk ? 

PEREGRINO. 

Here 's a purse. That it was his, is a proof 
of his bidding : that it is empty, is a proof of 
my doing. 

OCTAVIO. 

Then do I see his villany clear, and all to 
the same end. 

PEREGRINO. 

So did I, my lord, long since, I smelt 
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something wrong, and was about to cry " faugh." 
But 'twas no business of mine; so I stopped 
my' nose, and drank. 

octaVio. 

Pietro, look to this varlet. — I must go weep. 
Julia is dead ! and the law is about to take ac- 
quaintance of the manner of her death. Already 
is wal'rant issued to apprehend Arsenio.— There 
is rumour, too, of another murder^ that which 
Claudio is said to have committed upon his 
lady ! The senate is about to assemble. Mean- 
time, secure this knave. Do it, good Pietro; 
and be watchful.— r \Esit Octavio. 

pietro. 

Here 's a to do in Mantua ! The Lord Ar- 
senio accused of murder before the senate ! 
What an age do I live in ! But come, knave, 
thou and I must talk. — ^Follow me. 

PEHEGRXNO. 

Then you must be content to walk a little 
zig-zag; for I am a mortal enemy to straight 
lines* 

PIETRO. 

The way is short — * 
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P£R£GRINO. 

' — ^Bjit somewhat wide — 

PIETRO. 

— To the Duke's palace. 

PfeREGRINO. 

What, I enter the Duke's palace ! Oh fie, I 
am not Avorthy. But I hear, by the way, that 
thou art married. Give me thy hand, husband : 
shall I tell thee thy fate ? Here 't is :— As full 

of horn as an ass's hoof ; and here, here 's a 

« 

line shall make a man of thee ; but such a man, 
my little Cerberus, my Janus, my Janitor! 
Thoult need two foreheads, one cannot con-- 
tain all that will be put upon it. Thou hast 
watched doors, but never watched a woman. — 
Fai*ewcll ! 

In the Duke's name, fellow, I bid tliee stand ! 

'p£R£GRINO. 

And if the Duke's name can make me stand, 
the Duke's name must be stronger than the 
Duke's wine. — iSee'st thou the Duke's Head 
yonder ? how he shakes in the wind, and looks 
a£ rosy as if he had been coloured by his own 
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wibe. There 's my duke, I owe my duty there ; 
and if t'other Duke Want me, tet him seek 
me there. Two hundred h^ads, and four hun- 
dred pair of eyes, were not enough : and so, 
farewelK [Esitk, 

PIETRb. 

A puzzling knave f It may be so.— Yet who 
is so fit to escape it as myself, in the prime of 
youth ahd flower of beauty; a man loaded with 
concerns, who bear a weighty part in the state, 
and am consulted by all, from the Duke wl;io 
governs, down to his daughter, who, to say the 
truth) is but a scUrvy kind of a damsel. And 
shall I fear ? shall I tremble, because an ill- 
mannered varlet jeers at me? Yet I know not. 
" He spoke of fate. No merit is proof against 
' fate; and if 'tis decreed— Well, let all those 
who fear the destinies wrap themselves up be- 
times in faith, and dp as your mole doth. 

[Emt. 
£«/er Antonio, in the habit of a friar. 

' ANTONIO. 

All things do hang upon the seasoned will 



.^ • 
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Of Him who made them ; and thb pendant 

world, 
Like to a little globe or atomy, 
Which wily boys have pots'd upon a thread, 
Moves at his bidding; while we sightless things. 
Each thinking that his mighty weight can turn 
The ponderous «arth, are not so much as dreamt 

of 
By millions of our fellows. I am dead 
Now to the world, save only to Amanda. 
Yet knows she not of me. — Can that be weak- 
ness 
Which tlius can steel the noblest partof mafi| 
And bid me put th\s subtle armour on 
Against what must not be? It is my strengdi^ 
My refuge, my great hold. Ob, stroiiig in- 
firmity ! 
Brave apprehension ! noble frailty ! raising 
The young conceptions of our faculties 
Beyond their natural and destined birth. 
No soul once stirred by love's strong puissance, 
Did e'er subside into itself again : 
But every grain of good or ill within us, 



Svvoln to a mighti(?r ^^^{^Ce, henceforth dwells 
,€9«tiij'ally «^034;»Trrr:TBrollwr, ,hPV npyvi ' 

whence part^^? 

All Js done .ac<?pidwg ;tp -thy bHdiug, jb^ 

will be foupd ia r^acJiA^s. 

ANTONIO. 

Then take these Ij^tjj^^s; they are for Claudio. 

Jhis fir^t Fill ipforjp Mm 9f .4w4f^^^ Wnio^r- 
ed j4e^th ; -npr will i)e ;»eed mU9\^ tp .9^Vi%W 
hiiji in the belief of ,}t,.if ^pptjalre^y fp^^j^gfl 
therein. It is known and trusted in tiie c^i^y 
that she hath ta'en a wpupd at his hand; which, 
rtbpiigh ;9jight *t its !^in»i»g, l\h^Ye aofefejded 
to.n\§Lgnify lA piy reppyt of ,jt, Jihat jf the^ faflfie 
of it resiqjibisiiars, ^s 't jis pupst ?^t^}^ so.tp 
do, it may well be re^^ived in his mind as the 
, $.\^ci'^i;i t c?,use pf her death. 

I have myself been busy in^j^j^ipg jit;5^ggd. 
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AKTOKIO. 

Then this will bear more likelihood. Here is 
a second letter^ which contains the assurance of 
Amanda's innocence, shewn on the firmest basis^ 
signed by my hand, witnessed by ray most sa- 
cred vows to Heaven, and indeed supported by 
such proof as cannot fail to convince him. The 
moment of his receiving this is the most to be 
dreaded of any that can befal him ; therefore be 
near him when he learns what it is big with. 



FftlAR. 

Moreover, it is reported that the senate is 
even now about to convene, and sit injudg- 

» 

ment on the Lord Arsenio, for the murder of 
his wife. 

AKTOKIO. 

I have heard of this ; while some affirm that 
Julia is not dead, but that his treatment of her 
hath moved her friends to break their union. 

FRIAR. 

I spoke with one but now, who gave much 
reason and circumstance for maintaining that 
she is still living. 
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ANTONIO. 

Can you help me to some speedy oonv^rsa* 
tion with that person ? 

FRIAR. 

If you will use your diligence, we may soon 
oertakehim. 

ANTONIO. 

Then lead me to him straight The business 
of our present hour will be matter for the lives 
of many» [Ea^euntn 
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JkGT V. 



SCENE I. — The Duke and Council assembled. 

* 

OcTAVio, Ethelbert, and others. Arsenio, 
as prisoner, in chains. 

X 

I 

DUKE. 

My lords, the purpose of our sudden meeting 
Hath drawn its due of sorrow from us all ; 
And, could our tears wash out the cause of it, . 
Our griefs had done it well.— A noble lord, 
Arraign'd of murder, waits upon your sentence. 
Our country's charter names you' for his judges, 
And . the accused accepts you. — Please your 

graces, 
"We do proceed in judgment? 

# 

FrRST LORD. 

We do stand 
Prepared to liear ; and to condemn or free. 
As truth shall seem to us. 



My lord Arsenio, 
You know the cause whichr thus arresteth you. 
What can you aaewer ? 

That I am a man, 
Thereiii mdre guilty where I ' v« iio accuser, 
Than where I stand arraigned^ Of Julia's death 
I am most guiltless, as 'tis here set down ; 
For ])ever sword or weapon from this arm 
Was pointed at her breast. But, oli, she fell 
By the untimely blast and corrupt breath 
Of murderous words! — ^To w^ut your graces 

doom me, 
I yield myself;, but do^ not stain my honour, 
That I did stab a weak and imuMcmit woman. 

PlfK£. 

And this the fimler murder. Kills he less 
Who angles with a hair, than he who levels 
His leaden bullets from a <:ulvef in? 
A spider's web enmeshes her weak prey j 
And he who wars against an equal foe 
SHlaifie» boldly half Im life. But hew !s ^ crioie 
Impugns alike your vklour « yioui yir^e, 
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And leaves you fameless. — Have you further 
answer ? 

AR8ENIO. 

I would die nobly in my country's cause, 
Not give my blood to gild a ruffian axe. 

DUKE. 

Her cause were weak, if she did need the arm 
That 's signal Against a woman. 

AKSENIO. 

Justice, lords. 
Demands my death. Since there's no way but 

this, 
Let it be prompt. 

puKE (to the council). 

Will you have further proof, 
Qv are you satisfied ? 

LORDS. 

. . We 're satisfied. 
Enter Claudio (rushing in). 

CLAUDIO^ 

Your sentence, righteous peers, ag&inst a wielchj^ 
A murderer, and a villain ! 
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PUKE. 

Who IS this, 
That with a tremulous and fearful tongu<^ 
Comes here to cross our purpose ? 

CLAUDIO. 

I am he, 
Th^ thing th^t once was Claudio. 

In good time 
You come to answer ; for we had seiit forth 
To bid you to our presence. 

CLAUDIO. 

Then pronounces 
Pronounce!— I stand for deaths— I *m guilty! 

PUKE, 

Hold! 
A peerless lady had you ta'en to wife : 
Report and circumstance do speak her mur- 
dered, 
And point direct at' you. To p rove them false, 
Xict her appear and free you. — Can you answer? 

CLAUPJo (asiclt). 
I ^a^xTiot speak, 



What, nothing ? how is this ? 

My lord, I cannot 

Nay, the time be yours. 

Oh, I have lost — Ha, what a word was that ! 
Lost ! swd I lost ! — Oh no, I stabbed, I mur- 

derU 
Heaven's image here on aarth'; which \t;^uited 

nought 
But immortality of heaven itself. 
Andn^give me leave k while*— I feint*^ 

BUKE, 

Give help ! — 

Shdttie strikes me to the earth ; but greater guiH; 
Poth throw down shame, and call me Wsk again 
To tell my crime.-^t had a treasvr^ diMse i 
B^ hem these features^-^Oh, dvey kill ray sight ! 
Well, what minfe eyes devoued were dregs and 
trash 



Td \^hat my spoul did feast on. Had^ ye^ kiioVim 

her, 
Yori woirid havef known how worthlea^s wordi 

to paint her. 
Thii \rds mine own, till I did throw it from me, 
And kill the wofldV perfection. — 

Is this real? 
Do you confess all this ? 

CI.AUDIO. 

All this, and more, 
I had a friend too ! Such a matchless pair 
Did never dwell together in one breast. 
* But will you heaf how I did frame my woes, 
And grow in wretchiednesfe? 

DUKE. 

Say it all freely. 

CLAtTDIO. 

My love was of that kind, that, as each hour 
Doubled my last hour's knowledge of her worthy 
It ^ew to frenzy; and I. thought the air 
That gently clasped her form too bold, pre* 

' surhptudus, 
And man not worth to look on her. Alas ! 
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What she did think on, that my thought did 

envy; 
Where she did stay her precious eyes a while, 
My sight grew jealous of. At lengthy oh shame ! 
When this wide world no living cause could shew, 
, I raked the ashes of the sepulchre, 
And set dead Angelo's departed spirit 
Betwixt my heaven and me. Living, he loved 

her— 
I beg for pause again • . • , 

DUKE. 

Strong passion shakes him« 
I This is the very quintessence of love, 
Which finer natures are most pregnant in ; 
But the dull herd and rabble of mankind 
Will call it ecstacy. 

CLAUDTO. 

' , • . And there began 
The madness that undid me, jealousy. 
I sought for more probation of her love 
Than words could give ; set- on my friend to 

prove her ; 
And when she was niost chase, most tried, most 

true, 
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I 
t 

I thought her faithless ; — wounded, cursed, and 
killed her. 

DUKE. 

This is a cause to make stern Justice weep, 
And pity as she strikes, r ^ 

CLAUDIO. 

Oh, take my life, 
For something more than justice calls for it. 
But wash her white with this. Here, read this 

paper. 
Build her a tomb of alabaster pure, 
Where Innocence sits smiling through her tears, 
Looking from earth to an immortal crown. 
Which angels bear; and let good spirits bow; 
While I lie dead in sackcloth at her feet. 

PUKE (reads). 
" This from thy once loved friend Antonio, 
" who has bid farewell to the world and thee^ 

t 

/ 
" As sacred as my eternal hope is what I now 

" write. I was true to thy bidding. Amaiida 

" is innocent of tjiy suspicions, and the purest 

"of beings: thou art abused by madness. 

** Should she yet live, trust her, and be happy." 

Now, by my office, 'tis most pitiful; 



I 
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And wrests sxiew fresh sorrow from my .dyes^ 
That bids me hoId« 

OCTAVIO. 

Oh that the law Avould £eel 
What oft doth move its stem interpreters. 
To judge between them ! This were equity ; 
And like offence should have like forfeitures. 
But, with its changeless tongue, it ^ft must 

speak 
One sentence with two judgments. 

Bymyilife, 
I grieve not less to doom them both together. 
Than that they both must die. My lojpds,. your 
counsel.^ 

FIRST LORD* 

The law doth bind us. 

SECOND LOISUD. 

Can we change the law? 
We 're here but to apply it. 

DUKE. • 

Use your mercies. 

FIRST LORD. 

The law forbids it. All we can is pity. 



Then, is yMur '• senienee death ? 

first; second, ^c. ilohps. 

Deaths-Death— Death— Death. 

% 

DUKE. 

Then Hea^ren )b«9*0jw ii*;B' pip% 

Enter .^w Ow icek* 

OFFICER. 

A holy father elamis to be>^iiit!ttijed, 

On matter which imports the present meeting. 

Know you from wbomihe comes ? 

«aiFIC£R. 

Will jrfjei5V-hb coioiBgclefa^rijtiid^p^ 

DUKE. 

Bid him appriOftch. — Ai»l if he brmg felief 
To any here aggriev^, j.te)is moftt iw^Qf^e. 



ANTONIO. 

Voucl>&afe your enable graces give me^heai ing 
Fof a poor word or two. 



128 liANTUAN RBY^tB^ 

DUKE. 

• For a whole volume^ 
Clad in such holy binding; 

ANTONIOi 

By my ordet 
1 'm bound to silence i y^t, for the world^s good> 
I Ve sometimes leave to speaks You have two 

prisoners 
Arraigned for murder^ nobles of this land.— ^ 

DUKE. 

They stand before you* 

ANTONIO. 

It doth often chance^ 
When over-cautious care hath forecast edicts 
Which the state rarely wields, some rust doth 

grow 
Upon the antique armour of the law, 
That 's purposed to defend it ; thereby eating 
The even, sweet, and wholesome perfectness, 
That most doth honour law^ Even so is this, 
Which ages have left mouldVingj that 'tis 

feared. 
If you do stir it, it may crush to pieces, 
And some of them be lost . 



Me speaks like otre 
Whott ktiowleflgi iriay briiig c6riiMt Iii gdbd 

seai^on^ 
Say what you knoMf of thi^. 

Our holy conv&i, 
Fairied for its pious usei^ and austerity, 
Halih draWn tog'eth^r fnaiiy a coiivertitey 
From the D^ild uses of this varied world ; 
Captains, who count thfeii b^adS as onc6 their 

soldiers; 
Sothc feamed in th- niistieady lore of health; 
Some in the maze of laMtr. Ohfe among these, 
Deserving well for piety and skill, 
Hearing of this procedure, hath drawn out. 
From th^ neglected treasut^s of his study, 
What now may do us help. Here is a clause; 
Age and desuetude had piled it o'er 
With dust oblivious, till his subtle touch 
Hath brushed it dean: ajgfairi. Plekse yoii to 

hiSar it.— 
(Meads.) " Butf, to save the ignonlihious spill- 
** ing of noble blood; if that the coiidemned 

X 
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" be noble, he may receive grace, should any 
^' Mantuan msud or widow offer herself to be 
'' joined to hkn in wedlock, provided that no 
^' previous knowledge or concert did exist be- 
" tween the parties.** 

DUKE (hffomg looked). 
TT is written so, T'^ou art a holy man, 
And not less learned. Claudio, stand thou free. 
We Ul have 't proclaimed in Mantua. By my lif^ 
Had I another daughter, none but she 
Should bring the mercy which the law affords. 

CLAUDIO. 

If you would bring me mercy, give me death ; 
Which I 'd not beg, but that a mightier law 
Forbids me to bestow h on myself. 

ANTONIO, 

Since that the time did teach me to be prompt, 
And that my holy office and my brethren 
Do give me frequent means within the city, 
To know all consciences, I have discovered 
A maiden well deserving. If your leaves 
Will grant it so, she shall become the means 
Of rescue to this lord. Yet there *s one boon 
I humbly beg your graces. 
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DUKE. 

Say its tenor. 

ANTONIO. : ^ 

» ' ' ■ 

Here is another lord ; and, though my judgment 
Could choose betwixt them in a single case, , / 
As they were joined in sentence, let them be 
United still in mercy. Please your graces 
* It shalh so stand. Before the deed be ended, 
I will into your hands commit -such proof 
Of me and my intents, as shall acquit me, 
And place me worthily in your esteem. 

PUKE. . . : 

You seem not less ; in the which trust and hope : 
We do depute to you our sovereign word, V 

So to be used for mercy as 't is meet. 
Ourself will hear all after. Speed you well.-^ 
My lords, our present purposes are satisfied, ^ 
An Afor the while we part. — Here break we up. * 

[Exeunt Council. 

il/«wew/ARSENio,CLAUDio, Antonio, OcTAVio, 

Ethelbert, Pietro. ' 

PIETRO. 

What poor-looking knaves are they who stand 
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between a ring and a bialter! One way or 
other, sure to be tied up; and on either side 
a priest — 

ANTONlOw 

And first to Claudio.-*-Lead this lord away, 
That we taky question fipeely,— [RreutH Octa- 

vio, Ethelbert, Pietro leading 
mmy Arsi^nio.} — Will you swear 
That what the mercy of the law doth grant, 
You 11 wear it thankful^ ni^dfol, and true? 

CLAUDIO. 

There is nO mercy in the law that bids 

Me live. I thank thee, &ther, fbrihy i$oul; 

But, for my lififit^ I a^k thy feate to die^ 

AfclTONlO. 

Why \irhat is this ? Thou fear'st to kill thyself 

Yet fear'st not to arrest the tender hand 

That would thy death arrest. Thy conscience 

cries, 

* Strike not the dagger to thy mortal heart ! ' 

Yet wilt thou smite thy heart against its point 

Which lies but in thy path. And what art 

thou,-^ 
> 
A|; once thine owtt^deceivei: and thy dupe. 



The vane that varies, and the blast that shifts 

it,-. 

That, of God's priesence in thy breast, dost make 
A shroud for every sin^ a common cloak, 
And which the wind of all occasions blow3 
To cover where thou akest ? What was thy day, 
Thoit Qiakest night; and thou dost grope to lose 
That which thy hand hath grasped. \Yhat \vas 

. thy reason. 
Thou makest madness ; for thou dost maintain 
A fever in thy blood, while health remains, 
That undoes health. But when the fever comes 
Tliat epdd the cheat, thou 'It tremble td bdi6ld 
Thou wert so long a dreamer ; and must end. 
With one short sigh, the vast account with 

Heaven 
WKch thy whole life hath kept— Fond, fool- 

ish man, 
To practise with the incorruptible ! 

CLAUt)IO. 

I yield me, and with wonder, that my min<f 
So long framed its own darkness. 
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AVTONIO, 

Follow nie. 
Thou think'st it wretchedness. Short-sighted 

man^ 
That cannot see thy bliss where it doth lie. 



SCENE II.— An Apartment in the Duke's Pa- 
lace. 

Enter Olivia, Octavio, Ethelbert, Gra- 

TIANO, ^W^ArSENIO. 
ARSEKIO. 

The wrongs I Ve done thee are too ponderous 
For mortal strength to bear. 

GRATIANO^ 

lew but dream 
Such things oncp were; unreal now, and past. 

I had a sister once Still I Ve a coiisin, 

As fair as wa3 dead Julia; featured like her; 
Her voice accented so, her form so furnish'd. 
Her breast is like the lily, ere the wind 
llath kissed it with a male. Her naine 's i^ot 
Julia J 
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But she shall be new gossipp'd for that name, 
New born unto thy love, and shall be Julia. 
She sings, moves, dances> with such equal grace, 
As do dead Jvilia rival. Call her Julia, 
And she shall sit as fully in thy love' 
As she who. was there. 

ARSENIO. 

No, it cannot be ; 
For, since the first thj^t made a lover sigh, 
Tliere was not one to rival with my Julia. 
Did she not bless me dying ? 

OLIVIA, 

Even. so» 

ARSENK). 

Inhuman murderer ! — But no ; 't was justice. 
Say she was.false ; oh, say it ! 

OUVIA. 

Was she not ? 
Qid ^e lOt own it ? She was false. a& I am. 

ARSENIO, 

And ther^*s another voice that cries to me! 
Oh what a tyrant doth Temptation play, 
Binding our conscience in dull slavery, 
Till that i huge and overweening crash 
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Doth set it free. Th^n copies eaok petty vice, 
And clamour$ in the throng. 

OLIVIA. 

Thou art deceived. 
I*say it; I^ who never knew deceit 
Pi).t once ; and then deceit was virtae, 

OLIVIA. 

True, she was false as I am. Bat nqw roarfe-r^f 
Ask of Octayio, ask it of this Iprd, 
"Where stood Olivia ija the very hour 
ThoH thought'st her most profane. 

ARSSNIO. 

Say on ! say on ! 
ocrfAvio. 

She stood not near thee. No ; 't was Jcilia, 

Julia J 
And holiest rit^s ^ave sanctified the deed' 
TT was Jiilia, 

ARSfliaria 
||(erf»^ high poW€flr«^ 
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Aye^ on iny soul. A maiden bride was she ? 
No, that she could not swear. But, on my life, 
The dew that on thi? rpse-le*f hangs is guiltless 
As she, of all but; th^. 

ARSENIO, 

Oh! 

Aye, do groan on. 
Th(^ 9 false friend, thou murderer, and thou 

peijur'dl 
There 's not a sacrilege to love oir frimdship^ 
That ha^ been told to fright too C!?e4eut maids, 
But it is true of thee. Lie there, and weep. 

Enter Antonio and Claubio. 

ANTONlOw 

How fares it, lady, with your penitent ? 
Comes he prepared aa fitting ? 

OLItVLA. 

We do stand 
Upon your pibua bidding, holy &th^^ 
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ANTONIO. 

Let all approach. 

Enter Julia and Amanda veiled. 

CLAUDio (aside). 

. Look not upon me now, 
Blest spirit of my murder'd love; for this. 
This, worse than all the rest, will sink me deeper. 

ANTONIO (presenting julia to claudio). 
Claudio, attend. In lieu of her you murder'd. 
Swear you to take this maiden to your wife ; 
To know none else ; to love and cherish her, 
And be her true protector and her lord. 

CLAUDIO (taking julia by the handy. 
I swear. 
ANTONIO (presenting amanda /o arsenic). 
Arsenio, take this maiden. Sw^r — ^ 

ARSEKIO, 

I swear. 

ANTONIO. 

And further, in your memories 
Be 't ever present what you owe to them ; 
And hold your lives as tenui:es at their h^idsu 
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ARSENXO an^ CLAUJDIO. 

We swear. 

ANTONIO (to JULI a). 

And you do yow unto this lord, 
To be a faithful and true loving wife. 

JULIA. 

To every duty which my youth hath treasured; 
To all your holy precepts hav« enforced ; 
With what my heart, affi^titps, love, shall 

teach; 
J vow to be most true. 

ARSENIO. 

What sounds are these? 
Jt is the voice-^Oh, lady, speak again! 
For my enthralled senses catch th' alarm, 
Making the very subtilty of madness 
§eem sober reason to me ! 



ANTONIO. 

What is this? 

ARS£NIO. 

J tejl thee, holy father, thjit these words — » 
• Put no; It cannot be. 
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A»T6Kro (to jclia). 

This do you swear ? 

JtTLIA. 

So mercy be my hope ! 

AESENIO. 

It is, it is ! 
No other sounds could reach thus to my heart ! 
It is the voice of Julia ! 

» ANTONIO. 

What art thou, 
That with profane and boisterous breath in- 
vad'st — 

ARSENIO. 

If it be not, then I am mad indeed. 

ANTON 10. 

His sorrows hare unmanned him^ 

ARSENIO. 

But one look \ 

ANTONIO. 

T will make thee still more frensied ; for such. 

' wildness 
Warpy reason to i*s uses. Yet behold ; 
1^% this appease thee that no Julia 's here. 

[Umeils her^ 



This is sQme deviliril prmbacsift; or the air 
Acts such fantastic gc^mbok to my eyes, 
As 'tbralled my ear*. 

V This is but ecstasy. 

ARSENKH.^ 

I tell thee, priest, forbear, or it will make me 
mad indieied^ Wouldst thou persuade me that I^ 
do not kw>w mysali^th© organs I live by— ^tbe 
ajSsotioiDa that sway me? tha^t I do not foel, 
hear, see, by my own senses? or that Nature 
could thus twice excel herself, atid form two 
Julias? 

Mpw will he rave to have back tiiat, whidli, 
but one hour since, be would not look on. 

ARSENIC. 

Claudio, she is mine; Dare not to use a lius- 
band's right, to taste her lips> to touch the ex- 
tremest verge of her garment; to look, to think 
upon her with a thought of love: for if thou 
doftt— 



! 
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ANTONId (^WCLAUDIO)/ 

If there be law in Mantua, lead her hence. 

^ ARSENIO* 

Dare not to move. No, you shall yield her 
up before you budge hence : no running into 
corners^ Gratiano^ help me to save thy sister 
from the spoiler's grasp. 

GRATIA NO. 

I dare not call her sister ; for I Ve heard, 
That Nature sometimes, in a sportive mood, 
— Therein most lavish where she seems roost 

thrifty, — 
Doth take her own perfections for her mould 
To cast them o'er again. 

ETHELBERT. 

There is but one way. Let Claudio depart 
with her; and when this mad Signor hath re* 
covered his senses — 

% 

ARSENIO. 

No, not an hour. — ^An hour ! no, not as long 
as could divide into a thousand parts, the thou- 
sandth part of the swiftest wish that ever bride- 
groom formed. I know the lusty Signors well 



A COMEDY. 1^49? 

enough, ^4nd ^Jiafe a sweet temptation:; is iti 'heir, 
eye. — Despair and furies ! — ^This too rwh^, after 
all my doubts, ray feara^, my sad perplexities, 
I Ve fDund her true !— ^ r 

piET^o* : 
He's mad. — 'T were as .well your worships 
let me* call Jjb>sot|ie stout companions here with- 
out tof bold this lord, forjt seeraeth b^ hath no 
great stomach to these proceedings. 

ETHELBERT. 

Do so, good Pietro, and with .sp^d. 

(PiEfTBO goes ou^^ and returns with some 
Servants of the DukeV, who seize 
Ahsenio.) ; , : ^ > 

ARa^j:NJ(0. 
As well before my face at once. — Have I no 
weapon ? , , 

OLIVIA (unveiling aua^j>a)* , , ; 
Then let me speak; for here's another witness,; 
More potent tlian the first.^ 

CLAUDIO (looking at AUANp a). ^ 

No, 'tis no vision. 
My heart has beei;\ entranced with gazing on her, 
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Atitd loi^g bath <>wn«d her min«. My bkst 
Amanda^! 

And this is real too ; no mock^iy^ 
But living, and beloveds 

JUtlA. 

Ti$ the same Julm 
Whom thy uf^kindness killed ; biit^ with thy 

love, 
She has revived agadA^ 

elAUDfO (^fo amakba). 

Canst diOtt forgive me? 

Al^A^l!>A. 

*r is light to pardoA where th^ crime is love ; 
Though thine were somewhat heavy. 

ciiAtriMo. 

Heavy hour ! 
I will remember it> though thou do not. — . 
TT was a rude test of Ibve^ thiat makes it- surer. 

AlTTDNIO. 

Think you 't is better thus ? 

CLAUDIO. 

*T is Wiss unspeakabte. 
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Yet I Ve one wish unfilled. — I had a friend . . . 

4 

(Antonio discovers himself). 
Hai my Antonio too, my second self ! 

ANTONIO. 

Come to my heart — 

ClAUDIO. 

What hand omnipotent 
Hath wrought these wonders ? 

ANTONIO. 

T was a mortal hand ; 
As you shall judge when we reeount them o'er. 

OLIVIA '(^/O ETHELBERt). 

You, sir, were half-convinced before,: that 
your knowledge of pur sex was somewhat 
« trained from the truth ; what say you now? 

ethelbert. 

That could I meet with one more like to 
any of these present, and were she of my mind 
and your complexion, I too might get wived. 

CLAUDIO (to ANTONIO). 

Thou art the guardian genius of our fate, 
That saved us all ; and we again will stem 
Life's ebbs and floods together. 
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ANTONIO. 

Never 1. 
My day is run through ; and this holy habit 
Binds me till death. — Nay, do not answer me. — 
^ is not the bent of a diseased hour^ 
The times' corruption, nor the world's distaste, 
Nor aught of matter thou hast put on me, 
As thou perchance might think it, that have 

V 

wrought 
To bid inc from the world. T is a fixt vow, 

' ■ ^ 

Upon a firm, fixt purpose. Fare thee well : 
We '11 yet be happy in our ssev^al states ; 
You in th^ peopled commerce of mankind, 
I in my pious service and devotion : 
And study, by a well-deserved trust, 
To deserve love. — Be patient, and be just- 
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HENRY THE SEVENTH. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. — Leicester, ~^A Room of State. 
King Henry and his Court, S^c, 

HENHT* 

Now, joy to England, and fair days of paace ! 
And to th' immortal hand that fought for us, 
Praise infinite ! 

Alf. 
Long live the Earl of Richmond, 
Henry the Seventh of England ! 

HENRr, 

Gallant friends^ 
You share my heart among you. Thirty years 
Hath civil fury fed the dog§ of war 
On the fair bosom of this bleeding isle, 

And faction rankled in her daily wounds. 

> 

Now is her hour of penitence gone by ; 
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And may th' avenging wrath of Heaven appeased 
Spread healing compost on her scars ! — 

Enter Lord Stanley and Lord W. STAN]t4ET. 

HENRY. 

Lord Stanley, 
Now more than ever called our father ! C6n-r 

quest 
Brings no such dear advantage to our arms^ 
As our best cousin George, thy loving son, 
Restored from Gloster's fury to thy love. 

LORD STANLEY. 

How I am hounden to your fjighness' cause, 
Let that speak for me. 

HENRY. 

Oh, we owe thee more 
Than words can pay. — Nor to Lord William 

Stanley 
Is our debt less. — Accept our general thanks. 
Till we have satisfied the craving hour, 
That's greedy of our thoughts.-- — How now, 

what tidings? 

Enter an Officer. 

1 • ■ « 

OFFICER. 

The tyrant's body, found among the slain; 
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Hath, after many vile indignities, 
Been brought to Leicester. 

HENRT. 

Give it holy burial, 
And decent rites. For the immortal part. 
Let the immortal Judge who made it so. 
Absolve or smite it. • — And, my loving lords, 
Since that my deeds can better speak than 

words 
The good I owe you, know 't is our intent 
To progress on to London, there to hail 
This happy dawning of a prosp'rous day. 
With full completion of our promise giv*n. 
The fair Elizabeth, whose op'ning bud 
Gloster so rudely crushed, we will invite 
To share our throne and love. And this the 

rather. 
For that 't was rumoured by oiir enemies 
Our hand was plighted in a foreign faith. 
No foreign shoots shall spring among our race ; 
But we will plant a stock of British growth. 
Whose roots shall be unshaken. 

SIB U. CLIFFORD. 

■»\ .. , 

From this stock. 
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Where York and Lancaster shall grow together, 
May branches spread to shelter all* the isle ! 

HENRY. 

Where York and Lancaster ! 

LOED W. STANLEY. 

Your highness' wisdom. 
And love toward , th6 state, do nobly vie 
Which shall be foremost in our praise and thanks ; 
And palsied be the hand would wield a sword 
Against two kingly houses so united, 
To end. their ancient broils, and prop each otb^r. 

HENRY. 

Prop Lancaster with York ! . , . . Sir Robert Wil^ 

loughby, 
You shall to SherifF-hutton .... You ..... The 

darkness 
Of the uncertain times commands us speed, 
Tlie Princess waits thee there. Be sure thou 

give her 
Safe conduct, prompt. — And be assured, my 

lords, 
How I proceed in honour of my sceptre 
Hath well been poised and weighed by medita- 

tion. 
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And a rightforward zeal to wear it firmly. 
(Aside) — It might be by the sword That 'g 

somewhat harsh; 
And 't were a slipp'ry title to their love. 
Or I might call that distaff sceptre cozened, 
By wanton dalliance, from a woman's grasp ; 
And rule the realm as I might rule her heart. 
Then Lancaster indeed were propped by York, — 
No, no; this must not be. r^r-Is not this 

Monday? 

SIR R. WIJLIOUGHBT. 

Jt is, my liege. 

HENRY. 

Then 't was on Saturday 
"yhat Bos worth Field was fought ? 

SIR R. WILLOUpHBY. 

Even so, dre^d sir. 
It was a bloody and a glorious dav. 

HENRY. 

Afad I will ever keep't a holy one; 
Not leaden Saturn's, but a golden day. 
We will so order hence our journey's march. 
That self-saine Saturn shall behold our entry 
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Into our golden capital. — Lord Stanley, 

« 

What point of London do we first approach? 

LORD STANLEY. 

To Shoreditch, good my liege. 

HENRY. 

1 11 have a litter^ 
Wherein the prying of the multitude 
Cannot invade. And let there watch be placed, 
Whereby the curious throng cannot impede us^ 
No shouts of triumph shall attend our coming ; 
But silent and unseen I will arrive. 
Now onward in our march. No flourish trumr 

pets. — 
Sir Robert, come with me. We must converse. 



SCENE IL — A Pinson iri Leicester. Catesby 

T * 

\ 

discovered. 

CATESBY. 

ph, madness of this world! Gone but three 

days, 
J h^d in this same dungeon Stanley's son. 



And I'm his prisoner now. This surly keeper^. 
As brutal as his trade, now scowls at me, 
Who Grouch'd beneath my hand. — ^The caitiff 
Gomes. 

Enter Jailor^ 

CATESBT. 

His looks are not the same : they 're those of 
surly sorrow. He will not 5peak . . . How now, 
fellow? 

J^AILOR. 

Aye, Catesby, I anx thy fellow now. It had 
been better for us both I had become thy, feltow 
while thou wert great, than a& thou art now. 
I am fallen as well as thou, I, who commanded 
here yesterday, am a slave here to-day. , My 
reign is past, as Richard's i& I am deposed 
from my office, and another governs in my 
stead; that's alL 

CATESBY.. 

Thy harsh looks, thy flinty spul^ and cruel 
deeds, have won thee this reverse. 

JAILOR. 

My harsh looks and cruel deeds ! Hear you 
how he rails now ! Were my looks hirsh when, 
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V 

they scowled at Stanley ? Were my deeds cruel, 
when thou commandedst them ? Thou usedst 
then to call it duty ; and the less I had of man 
in me, to feel for man, the more I deserved of 
thee. Wliat have I done since, but practise 
upon thee^ for two days, the lessons that, for 
two years, thou taughtest me toward others? 
Accuse thy fortune, that brought thee in my 
way ; not me, that do to thee but what I did 
to all> and by thy bidding too. 

CATESBY. 

Unfeeling wretch ! how canst thou hope for 
mercy^ who never shetved any ? 

JAILOR; « 

I exp^t no mercy ; I want rioiie. Let the 
worst come. I Ve made a long Acquaintance 
with sufferings ; and, by slighting the sorrows 
of others, have lost all feeling of my own. 
Happy or miserable, content or wretched, I Ve 
seen all end, and 't is but the dream of a mo- 
ment. 

Enter an Officer. 

OFFICER. 

I come th* unwelcome messenger of liews 
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That must be told, however it be grating. 
Read here this paper. 

GATESBY. 

Death ! no word but death ! 
I did expect not less. ^T is somewhat hard 
To meet it thus. ... That 's short indeed: — and 

then, 
To lose remembrance of tlae world ; to be 
As though 't were nought ! — So vast a chang^^ 

so sudden. 
Appals . . . 

OFFICES. 

My orders are that I be prompt 

CATESBY. 

Sir, I 'II attend you. — -Do I die alone ? 
What news of Brakenbury, Piercy, Norfolk, 
RatclifSs and Ferrers, Lovel, the lord Staffords? 

OFFICER. 

Lovel, with Humphrey ,StaiFord and his bro- 
ther. 
Hath fled, as 'tis supposed, to Colchester. 
The rest have dyed the battle with their blood. 

CATESBY. 

Oh, Gloster, what a damning cause was thine !, 
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Thou hadst a bond of my fidelity 

More stropg than oaths and imprecations holy ; 

Signed with the inn'cent blood iVe shed to 

serve thee ; 
Sealed with my soul, and witnessed by my 

crimes ! 

OFFICER. 

You are a soldier^ sir, and know what 't is 
To be cOnfin'd by duty. 

CATESBY. 

I - I am ready. 

Oh, God, have mercy I — ^'T is too late repent- 
ance. 
And yet I'll try — r— Pardon, almighty Heaven; 
For thou hast promised — There's comfort still — 
Yet canst thou hear a wretch imbrued, like me. 
With deeds which make the crimson stain of 

murder 
Seem white as snow, and turn to milky paleness: 
The black damnation of abhorred sacrilege? 
Make perjury look fair ? Oh no, thou canst 

not! — 
Pardon, Omnipotent ! Oh, pardon, pardon ! 

[Is led away. 
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OFFICER. 

For this base wretch^ whose use of cruel deeds 
Has worn his sense of manhood that he sleeps. 
He must be guarded. He hath borne his office 
With more thau needful harshness, still ex- 
ceeding 
The measure of his duty. [Ejit Officer^ 

JAILOR ((Wakening). 
Eh, what, is he gone? I thought so. If I 
have any custom of my dealing, I knew he 
would not be a long inmate here. And a bloody 
hound he was, as long as he was a leader in the 
chase. But he bayed me, at last; me, who 
never was guilty of those gripings of the heart 
that force salt-water from the eyes, and rob 
the lungs of their due inflation. If ever a hard 
^oul deserved a hard pillow to the head, I Ve 
my deserts now. Yet I Ve seen those that have 
slept sound upon it, though nearer to their last 
sleep than I om. Farewell, the world! Adieu, 
grandeur! I can but dream of those things 
now. Hcfigho ! the world 's a mere hackneyed 
jade. 1 11 nom of it iSleeps again. 
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SCENE V. — London. In the Bishop of Lon- 
don'^ Palace. King Henry in Council. Earlt 
of Oxford, Surrey, and Derby*; LordW. 
Stanley; Morton and Fox; Sir R. Gi-if- 
ford; Sir R. Bray ; Sir R. Guilford, S^c. 

HENRY- 

Well ittet in council, noble peers. Sir Reginald, 
What saith onr loyal city ? Have you stated 
That Marquis Dorset and Sir Thomas Bonr- 

chier, 
Our pledges for them^ans which France equipped 
In our behalf, \ is fitting we redeem 
With smallest loss of time ? Do th' Londoner^ 
Accord to the demand of certain sums 
We ask to this intent? What answer they ? 

SIR R. BRAY. 

My liege, I did present the forceful need 
Which bowed your Highness long; till Brit- 

tany, 
Moved by just love and nobleness, at length 
Spread forty gallant sails to catch the wind. 
Crossing the rude rougli seas to do you right. 
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Kext named I Landais and his wily workings. 
But most of all spoke I of Charles of France, 
Whose politic and meagre friendship gave, 
For weighty stipend promis'd on assurance, 
The means of war, without the hope of issue; 
Ten thousand Frenchmen, very scum and froth 
Of a disofder'd band, whose looks bespoke them 
Famin^p rested knaves, a prey to carriou crows, 
Rather than soldiers. I did still denote 
Your personal endurances and danger ; 
Your valiant prudence pft in battle proy'd ; 
Your zeal unbated by your body's ills ; 
Your love unshaken by expectancy. 

HENRY. 

And did you speed ? — ^This prologue is too long 
For a fair tale. 

SIR.R. BRAY. 

My so v'reign lord, the Londoners 
Most heartily would strain their means, to cover 
The present bareness ; but the nerve o' th' will 
Lacks.power to do it right. 

HENRY. 

They do refuse ? 
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SIR R. BKAY. 

Not SO, my liege; but could a moiety 
Supply the measure of yotir present wauts^ — ^ 

HENRT. 

A moiety ! 

SIR R. BRAr. 

Six thousand ready marks 
Pass their prompt having. But most loyal Fy 
They bring your grace such sums as they cao 

gather ; 
And, when the sun of your prosperity 
Shall ripen their fahr fortunes, they'll eottipehse 
The briefness of the present, with advantage. 

HENRt. 

This plucks us short, for we^ Imve weighty rea- 
sons.-^ 
France must be satisfied. But we haver subjects 
Who would drain dry their precious arteries, 
Ere we should want for blood ; and so we trust 
To all true subjects for the worthy means - 
To free our word to all. Yet, though our title 
Hath multrplied foundation, more than many 
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Whose sceptres have weighed b^avy, still we 

stand 
Within the judgment of our parliainent; 
Whom we would call together, but ourself 
Po feel their interdiction and attainder. 

JX)RD STANLEY. 

Your grace doth poise 'gainst scrfiples what 

should be 
Weighed in the scalp of empires. What's the 

crown, 
The badge apd livery which Heaven doth give 
To its anointed, if it have not powpr 
To do away all flaws and stops of blood. 
And make the fountain clear ? For Heaven's 

election 
Poth every meaner opposition oiit. 
Earl Richmond was attainted : but th' attainder 
Hath not his visage so begrimed, or i^et 
Beyond Heavpn's ken^ that Heaven endures him 

not; 
Since, with the virtue of its sovereign swdrd. 
It girt his thigh, and on his regal brow 
placed its own diadem. Was JRichmond 

banned? 



l66 HENRY THE SEVENTH, 

But Henry 's consecrate ; and this bis blessed- 
ness 
Doth, in its huge conceptions, swallow up 
Defects^ attainders, and corruptive stains. 

HENRY. 

Concernments, in their nature delicate. 
Must delicately be pursued ; and though 
My barefaced fortune grapples lustily 
The height V ve reached, yet do we think it 

politic, 
For certain weighty reasons — ('tis not con- 

3cience, 
For my most scrupulous soul shrinljs not from 

searching : 
Nor is it timid doubt, for I can't fear ; 
And to suspect were idle) — Yet 't were pru- 
dent—^ ' 
To leave na guardless door for treason's en- 
trance — : * , . . 

That the assembled parliament reverse - 
The ban we suffer; and at once do fix 
The ci:own to rest, remain, abide in uSj^ 
And in our body's heirs, . eternally 
§Q to endure, and in none other*- 
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SIR R. CLIFFORD (aSldc). 

Ha! 
Doth Lancaster isaj thi? ?— But hush, and hear. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

And inay th^ heavens so light the pregnant 

torch 
Of ypuy blest nuptials, that who follows you — 
The one part Lancaster, the other York — 
Shall, in the bright coipmixture of hi? blood, 
Be aim of all m^n's prayeri?. 

HpNRy (aside). 

Still York and York.-^ 
\Rismg[ It is regolve^* 4^^ shoulcl the loyjil 

commons 
Esteem it tljus, 't is done. My faithful lords; 
For your good coun3els thanjcs. H^rfi break 

Vfe up. — • 
IVforton, your ear. My lord of Oxford, list. 

[Exeunt all the lords, except, Morton and 
Oxford. 

'- 

HENRY (to oxford). 

I h§Lve a task will fit your nature well. 
Hear it proclaimed, that, by an act of grace, 
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All who have been our foes, or fought against u». 
Shall keep their lives and^'states, if in one month 
They fell into the ranks of due allegianca 
This see you done in th* hour, before the lord^^ 
Or commons ca^ ^semble. Speed you welL 

[Ea^it Oi^FOitD. 
This must appear my deed. I *m cro^i^ed withi 

York. 
It is a fitful name ; and, when I hear it, 
It fevers my young greatness and my blood. 
This Stanley is my mother's husband's brother/ 
And I have winked ^t his rich booty, won 
In Bosworth Field. He put the crown on me : 
But not for mc or mine : he is all York. 
I dare not say that all who cry, * Qod save mc/ 
Po it for me ; and, though I wear the crown, 
r It is not mine, mine own. — My worthy Morton,. 

i. 

There 's many a traitor falVn ; and blood enough 
, Path marked my giddy footing. 

MORTON. 

True, my lord ^ 
The smallest blood is still enough : yet never 
"^as change so vast so Woodless. 
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HENRY. 

It may be ; 
*T is like enough. — ^Thpu art a holy man, 
And I '11 believe th^. — Among those who fell. 
Many did stand possessed qf potent wealth, 
Which, in the present chill necessity. 
Might gloss 0]iT napless fortunes. 

MORTON, 

ArpthejjrnQl 
Yours by the right of conque3t? 

True perhaps. 
Yet, did we use our right, oh there he tongues, 
;|Endued with such a bold mobility. 
They 'd push us from our seat. I' th' parliament 
It were weighed justice, but in us oppression : 
Therefore I 'd have thee start this game to th^n ; 
That Gloster, Norfolk, Ferrers, RatclifFe,Catesby, 
pied full possessed qf useful weighty means. 
If, by thy training, they grow quick of scent, 
Return and speak to me. Good things await 
The man who doth this service to my state. 

[E:rit MftB?o^- 
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^nter Sir R. Willoughby. 
sift ft. wi|.LOUGH«y: 
My licg^ your highness is obeyed. 

UEKRY. 

Sir Robert ! 
Well have you pped from Sheriff-hutton hither. 

SIR R. WIJ-LOUGHBY. 

• « 4 

ijLiid with vhat secrecy your grace thought 
needful. 

HENRY. 

* ■ > • . 

Why, this is very well. Now Gloster's nephew, 
Th^ son of Clarence, heir to {idwarc^, Riq^arcJ, 
Blood of Plantagenet, I hold thee no^ \ 
pid any murmiir as you passed along; 
With armed hpfsemen by his side? Yes, surely, 
l^ome murmured as you passed. 

sift R. WILLOUGHBY. 

There eyei^ are 
\Yhose l)irthright's discontent ^^ut those arie 

few, 
/ynio, in such rich beginnings, do not change- 
Tbeir grumbling apprehension, for the hope. 
pi what your days shall teem within. 
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HENRY. 

And you hee^ded 
To have it rumoured that we purposed honour, 
Much love, and safety to his noble person ? 

5IR R. WILLOUGHBY. 

My liege, I did. 

HENRY. 

And in the Tower last night — \ 
Said you not so?— last night? — t|ie Tqwer? 

SJR R. \7ILL0UGHBY. 

' . Mylif^ 
Shall be the pledge of my fidelity. ' 

HENRY. 

Thou art a man so temperately combined, 
So modestly reputed in men's mouth?, 
* That thy observance miist be charactered 
'Twixt all ^extremes. — Touching this son of, 

Clarence; 
How has report or knowledge brought him to 

thee? 
What manner is the youth ? 

SIR R. WILLOUGHBY. 

One little tuned 
To the higljL notpa of gre%tne|B ;; poorly store4 
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With such appurtenance and royal stuff 
As suit a kingly venture; never strained 
Through tesiture of fine filaments, which purge 
The dregs ^nd dross of nature. Yet even sp^ 
That while 't is grief he be curtailed thus;, 
T were pity he were other. 

HENRY. 

So I M have him, 
WeH, 'tis enough of him, — >£4izabeth 
Will soon arrive Where parted you from her ? 

SIR R. WILtOUGHBY. , 

t 

A few hours' march from Yorjc I took my leave. 
To post into your presence with these news« 

HENRY,, 

V-' 

I 

But she will soon arrive ?-™ ^ 

SIR R. WIILOUGHBY- 

Within a <Jay; 
$he cannot tarry longer. 

]^£NRY. 

All is good. 
And now, Lord Willougliby de Brook, foi suct^ 
Thou Shalt be— 

SIR R. WILLOUGHBY. 

My Baoat gracious liege-- 
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HENRY. 

Rise, .'t is my will. The best of majesty 
Is when jt bids be h^ppy. Fare thee well. 

SIR R. WILtOUOBBY. 

Long health and happiness attend your grace ! 
For on your life doth England's safety hang : 
None else could wield her shattered sceptre, none 
Could piece the broken remnants of her fate, 
And make her whole again. On you doth dit 
Her state to' come, her power, her destiny; 
And may high Heaten protect them all in you 1 

HENRY (alone). 

Our thanks^ my noble lord He flatters me i 

And } would have him think t can be fiattered^ 
iThe weak may build opinion of their strength ; 
*rhe strong wax mightier by conCealment-^So ; 
The Princess comes« — Why, marry her, and 

then..%.. 
No, no; my crown shall be entire; my robes 
Shall not be patched with York'^ pale colours. 

No; - 

I will be king; — king by my right anointed, 
As I am by my sword. The shifting rabble, 
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Ay, and these lords, hold York most dear in 

heart. 
They speak her gracious ; but no grace divine, 
Save that of Heaven, shall king* me. — ^And her 

mother, 
A whilom queen ... . . Nay, that *s a meddling 

dame : — 
She won weak am'rous Edward by her tears ; 
And helped me in such kind I needs must fear 

her. 
And ever 't is the curse of policy, 
Whose scent is rank, that they who once have 

smelt it 
Can wind it from afar. The sword we u$e 
Doth teach us how it cuts, and may teach qthers* 
Therefore .... But first our coronation — after — 
We '11 shew the shifting rabble, and these lords. 
Ay, and York's self, we can be king without 

her — 
Why after, let her graciously receive 
What we shall graciously bestow. Away ; 
No bent of mine shall sicken or decay. [ExiL 
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SCENE IV. — A Street in London. Enter Lord 
W. Stanley ^and Sir R. Clifford. 

SIR R. CLIFFORD. 

But not to utter York, when he did say 
I'he crown should rest, abide, remain in him, 
And in his body's heirs ! What is in York, 
That he can't name it ? Does it stick in 's throat, 
Or parch his tongue t'th'roof? Oh tell me 

' wherefore ^ • 

This Harry Bos worth could not give it shape. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

t 

Clifford, this rage is as if summer's heat 
Should issue fiom December's snowy cloud. 
Thy father, for that York in battle sent 
Thy father's father to an honoured grave, 
Did act bad vengeance ; slew a kneeling child, 
Defenceless, spotless, almost infant Rutland, 
York's greenest hope j gave to his captiv'd fa-^ 

ther 
A napkin, with his precious blood made rich; 
And when he washed the ruby drops away, 
With tJbie soft pearls that 'neath his eyelids grew. 



176 HEl^ltV tdK 8£V£NT£t, 

That foes were moved tx> weepings he did stab 

him. 
Is Clifford derogate ? 

SIR &. CtYFP0itt>. 

Not SO, LcMrd Stanly. 
Th' accouBt of Vengtance haply standt acq^ittckl 
Betwixt our houses, and I may begi^ 
To ^ore anew on a blank page of justice. 

LOHD W. STANLET. 

Why then be just^ and bridle in opinion. 
It is a fi^ry st^d^ whose untamed hoof 
Doth tread on circumstance, and overbound 
The mere of fair proportion : if thou master 'f^ 
*T will bear thee bravely ; if thou give it rein, 
Beware the spur of accident — Farewell. \ExiL 

SIR R. CLIFFORD. 

From the mishapen will of moody Richmond 
I bode some ill. My knowledge oft bath noted 
That rooted love, whose stiff and knotted fangs 
Have outproved many tempests, is giv'n o'er 
To bide new storms again, while young regard 
Is fed with richest compost— *-I grow old 
In Lancaster's rank love, and wither in 't. 
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He thinks me root-bound there. - — How York 

would smile, 
Were Clifford's love transplanted to hia cause ! 
^hen be it so : — York, I am thine till death. 

[Ea^it Clifford. 
(The Procession of Hi^xnnt^s Coronation passes 
<mer the Stage. Then some Citizens^ who 
had been among the spectators^ advance.) 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

So sad a coronation England hath never seen. 
There was never a shout or a greasy cap sent 
up to heaven. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Why, 'twas without its better part. Well, 
he has it now. Lords and Commons vie with 
each other in obsequiousness. They attaint^ 
absolve, ordain, as he speaks. 

THIRD CITIZBlJr. 

And who's most wronged in this is the 
Princess. We shall now see whether he '11 fill 
up the breach 'twixt York and Lancaster, by 
his marriage with her. 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Nay, and if he do, he has not the less injured 
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■ 

her; for he claims the crown for himself and 
his descendants in his own right, not as holding 
any share of it from her ; and admits her but 
as a foreign consort to his throne. If ever I 
cry ** Long live Lancaster/' it shall not be till 
York ^ be tacked to it But I may live to say 
'* Down Lancaster, up York,** and I am not 
alone of my calling. 

{^Exeunt 

SCENE v.— The Queen^dawagers Apartments in 
London. Enter the Queen and Princess. 

^UEEN. 

Methinks we have forgotten how to rail ; 
Or indignation choaks the utterance 
Our griefs should have. I 'U teach them to be 
loud; 

For they shall cry to perjured Lancaster, 
Though far as Ethiopia to the pole 
Divide us from him. 

PRINCESS. 

Good my mother, patience. 
Our fortune teacheth us it would b© born« 
With noble sufferance. 
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QUEEN. 

I 

Oh, thou sad sufF'rer ! 
Talk'st thou to me of patience ! Do not so ; 
Unless thou canst, in fame or memory, 
Shew me a widow, mother, wife, or queen, 
Bound by more capable array of wrongs 
To banish patience. If thou canst do this, 
Then, with my prostrate sorrows at her feet, 
141 bow before her majesty of woe, 
And be the fool of patience, — Hark^ who comes ? 

Enter Sir T. Broughton. 

QUEEN. 

Now, good Sir Thomas, it*doth much amaze me 
That one man should prove true. 

SIR T. BROUOHTON. 

In bitter hour 
I come to greet your highness, , 

QUEEN. 

And with thanks, 
III suited to oppressive bitterness, 
I '11 thank you.— Now, what saith the world of 

York? 
York hath been ill ere now, and men hare wept; 
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But now our sorrow is of such a sort, 
That all our wonted medicines fester in us. 
And pity makes us mad. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

Most gracious dame, 
The morbid time is sore of thy infection^ * 
And the diseased air is big with it. 
There 's not a cheek we meet but 's character'd 
By pale and loaded death ; and men do drop 
tike gorged flies in rich corrupted shambles. 
Unwary sweatings, and malicious vapours, 

» 

Strike at the siege of living, and cut short 
Their lazy pacing in the common streets. 
Youth's tenure is usurped, and grandsires bear 
Their offspring to the grave. Order is Wind, 
And fretted Nature wild with her own workings. 

QUEEKT. 

I tell thee, Broughton, York hath lessoned Na- 
ture 

To tear herself; she could not else have thought 

it. 
But now, since ravenous and bloody York 
Hath preyed upon itself, she doth confound 
And stvatlowhcr own-germs.— Fltzwalter comes. 
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/ 

, V 

Enter Lord Fitzwalter. 

QUEEN. 

Better with those sad looks, than many absent 
Who do rejoicse. Though what thou ha^t to 

• utter 
Do bear them likelihood, fear net to speak. 
What tidings bring you ? 

FITZWALTER. 

Many shapeless things, 
Th* uncertain issue of perplexed thoughts; 
For, in the pitchy night of these dark times, 
Men see not what hath form and circumstance, 
Though they have sense and feeling such things 
be, 

QUEEK. 

Then to begin-^ 

FITZWALTER 

Edward Plantagenet, 
Ta'en late ffom SherifF-hutton to the TowV, 
His death is doomed. I hear it bruited far. 

Why this indeed ! — But^ our past sufferings 
Have drained the precious fountains of our tears> 
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That not a liquid sorrow now remains. 
They '11 call it policy, I think, my lord ; 

Will they not so ? But true — he is our 

nephew. 
And, if my reck'ning fa\l not, he is cousin 
To Edward's race : — a cousin much to feair — 
For, with this cousin here, York were entire. 
Now, by my life, it is a wise young king, 
To cut the snake,^ — and part it, lest it join. 
How like the bloody monster he hath slaiii 
Poth Henry look 1 

FITZWALTER. 

Oh, dare I, lady, speak. 
Aught more of what men say ? 

^UE3SN. 

Fit;?walter, on. 
Although thy speech do blast me. 

F|TZ WALTER. 

Then 't is rumoured, 
That^ on the groaning night, when England 

lost 
The promised sovereign of her hope, and thou 
The fruit of thy blest womb, Richard of York 
Escap'd the mtirdorer, and— ^ 
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QIJSEN. 

Oh, vain hope! 
Here is no place for him ; no, he is dead : 
So good and gracious doth not breathe on earth. 
I thought thesp eyes were drained ; yet see, I 

weep. 
Oh, busy grief, officious memory. 
That conjure up so many pretty forms 
Of what I never shall behold again ! — 
No more of this. These drops shall b^ my la^t, 
I wipe them off; and, with them, all conceits 
Save how to sting this honeyed Lancaster. — 
Now for revenge. — Fit^walter, do 'nt believe 
My Richardbatb escaped. Yet I Ve a thought,^^. 
It is a Ayoman's .... Shall I tell it you ? 

FITZWAI-TER, 

Most gracious dame— » 

queen;.. 
This rumour see tbo\i, cherish. 
This is my Richard now. We'll dress it out 
With pomp and likelihood ; give it a sceptre,. 
Hosts> and thrice-steeled legions ; with a throng 
Of fringed purple, and all circumstance 
Qf great caparison, W^/ll mak^ it h^^Ugo 
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To this poor moppet king, till it affright him 
With urchin shapes and froward fantasies^ 
As schoolb6ys their besotted pedagogue, 
^is heaped up here. My inind is d^onged 
with it 

Enter an Officer. 

OFFICER* 

Sir Robert Willoughby attends your Highrasss^ 
And beg» some conrrence from the King. 

QUEEH. 

Indeed! 

OFFICEIU 

It bodeth honour to your grace, and peace 
To England ; for his theme ia marriage. 

, QUEEX. 

Ha! 
Now, since he *s crowned, he sends to oflfer you 
Your throne, your realm, your sway in right of 

him, 
The plunderer who stole ^'^m. Gentle daughter, 
Oh could I put my meaning in thy form ! — 
But let thy father's spirit shine through the^. 

PRINCESS, 

Heavfen's ordinance be done! — How I do hold 
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isa 



My own regards, but as the loyal love 

With which I bum toward England, this shall 

shew. — 
Gome, let us meet him ; and be tliis the day 
That ends in quie|; England's bloody fray. 



i 
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ACT II. 

9 

SCENE I.— An Apartment in the King's Pa- 
lace in London. 

Enter King Henry ; Earls of Derby, Oxford, 
Surrey ; th^ Bishops of Ely and Exeter, S^c. 

* 

as returning from thf King's Marriage with 
the, Princess. 

HENRY. 

What $houts are these ? 

• ( 

DERBY. 

The people's acclamations 
Tell mighty Heaven the rich accomplishment 
Of his unmoved and registered decree ; 
And his blue front beats back their peals again 
With prosperous increase. 

HENRY. 

Indeed I 
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PERBY. 

My liege. 
Such joy did never echo the loud cannon; 
Did never shout before proud victory ; 
Never the istreaming banners did assail 
Of tearful fight 

HENRY. 

Perhaps, my lord .... Here comef 
One who can better say .-r-What doth this mean? 

JEnier Lord W. Stanley. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

It is the voice o£ rapture, that acclaims 
The people's joy. I heard a greasy lout. 
With unwip'd lips just shining from a feast, 
Welcome hack plenty ; and a drowsy knave, 
With thin and fluted voice, give hail to peaces 
There 's itot a craftsman at his board to-day ; 
For all have don'd their trimmest furniture. 
To gape upon the sight ; and none of them, 
But drunk with joy and rev^l, shall reel home 
To dream of shows again, and feasts, and cups. 

HENRY (aside). 
Put on the shallow herd I 
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LORD W. STANLEY. 

I saw the Queen, 
JLike a graced pinnace, top th' umnanner'4 

waves 
That throng'd to meet her ; and, with pretty 

motiofl, 
Tossed to and fro upon th^ir curly waftage. 
Assay to part the yesty opposites, 
Whose wild foam cross'd lier undistinguished 

way; 
And her tall head she bQwed in courtesy. 
As she did catch the winds, that followed her 
With loving clamour and loud ecstasy. 

Enter the (late Princess, now) Queen Eliza-; 
BETH, with Guards, Attendants, Sfc. 

• - 

HENRY. 

Well, we have weightier matter now to treat. 
Rebellion wakes .... Treason doth show itai 

head .... 
We must to arms. — Call in the messenger 
That 's from the north. 
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QUEEN. 

Trust ipe, I am most sad 
That such ungentle thoughts disturb your peace* 

HENET. 

How say you, madam ? Here 's intelligence 
That our wild north bath stirred .... But you 
shall hear. 

Enter a Messer^er. 

HENRY. 

Sirrah, liow now. Tell us, and more distinctlyy 
The sum of thy reports ; for they are loaded,^ 
And each particular demands an ear. 
What's in the north? 

MESSENGER. 

Sedition and revolr. 

HENRY. 

But where, and whence, and who are the abet* 

tors?— 
On what pretext ? 

MESSENGER. 

I 

Lincoln, my liege, is full 
Of discontent ; and loyalty is shaken 
By secret emissaries, that one push 
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Will heave it from its seat The word is York ; 
For that an heir of Lancaster doth sit 
Upon York's throne. 

HENRY. 

Is not this fearful; madam ? 
And yet it frights us not. 

QUEEN. 

Who thinks to stir 
In the behalf of York, yet arms 'gainst Henry, 
He is a rebel, and a foe to York. 
There is no York but I. I am the heir 
Of the two Edwards — ^woe that so I be ! — 
And he who is York's true and loyal subject 
To me owes all his duty : but that right, j 
With free and open hand, I gave away, 
When I did give myself. York hath no friends 
But such as homage here ; nor is there York 
But what is Lancaster ; for York and Lancaster 
Are now one blood, one marrow, and one life. 

HENRY (aside). 
-Some, now, would smile at this, and call it well : 
And 't is well, seeming ; therefore it doth chafe 

me. 
Would she were peevish, stubborn, querulous, 
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Proud, sullen, lacking good and gracious gifts ; 
Made up of froward and Unformal wills, 
Such as men hate. 

Enter Lord Willoughby, 

hORB WILLOUGHBY. 

My liege, there stands without 
A man from York, who tells • , . 

HENRY. 

More tales of treason ! — 
Well, we can hear them. Let him back again, 
Apd tell these men of York we '11 be among 

them, 
Ere4;hey can take their arms, caparison'd 
Like thundering Jove. . . . These are but sorry 

nuptials ; 
For we must change the tabor and the lute 
For the steep y^ounding drum. Our wedding- 
day 
We '11 hold with proper joy, when we have 

queird 
Th' uneasy north and this tempestuous York.; — 
Stir all our friends in Lincoln. We will join 
them. 
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Use speed ; for we shall tread so close upon you, 
Your tale will not be told ere we amve. 

[Ejfit Messenger. 
Madam, doubt not that we shall soon return ; 
And there will be a time for silken peace, 
When this wide realm yields to my single sway. 
[Ea^it King Henry, with lords^ attendants, S^c. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

The king is sorely shaken ; and I fear me 
T will be most sore to England and to York. 

QUEEN. 

Lord William, when shall we have news from 

York? 
The time will grow most heavy old with us. 
Till we have heard how cheerly goes the king. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

In some five days or six. 

QUEEN. 

Six mildew'd days, 
In which no wholesome thing can blow forme. 
Oh, woe is me ! Which way soe er I turn, 
I fret high Heaven against my well-belov'd ! 
To Lancaster I owe my love and duty : 
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XV^hen I would say, * Heaven succour Lancas- 
ter!' 
The breath df fork that fillM my early days 
Mingles another sound with % 

LOEt) W. STANLEY. 

Y^t one prayer 
Your highness nray prockitti : " fleaven succoujr 

England!'* 
And loud aniens shall be responsive to 't. 

Heaven succbur Englarid l-^Did^t thdii tiiink, 
Lo^jfd Stante^y 
^ Ho'^ at ^1 'fli hdrfe, thou "^it ^ ftfel and weep folr 

Fbr 1 h%t^ fflaiqr tfeara td ftiU ft>i^ others. 
NowrHeav'^ befriend us all; and so, farewelh 

LORD W. StAJJLEY. 

Most gracious Que^n, fatewelL (Aside.) — I 

dd perceive 
Tfattttelfonoured^rief, which is ashamed to shew 
The food that feeds it Sad and worthless hour, 
Wheo Idve ddth yield td hate, and right to 

power! [Exit 
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QUEEN. 

Oh Henry, thou hast robbed me of myself! 
And thy unkind suspicions barter me, 
My truth, my honour, and my loving fr^kness, 
For properties of base and false conceits, 
Which I do nothing owe. My prayers still be, 
Heaven shelter England's msgesty in thee. 

[Exit 
SCENE IL — Another Apartment in the Palace. 

HENRY (alone). 
Ciifford to^Flanders !-^'t is a push indeed ! 
And Margaret holds her wily bosQm Open 
To all who are oar foes I-r-Well, ;\yi3;m4l^t %xyi 
If we can reach them there. . Oh, unseen power 
Of searching gold, thou hast more marvels done 
Than wing a secret *cross the ocesqx hither. 
Enter Mqeton and Fox. 

HENRY. 

My lords, I did require your, presence : here. 

4 

Throi\gb your great holiness Haven's eye doth 

shine; 
And we \yould h^ve you fix it on our foes^ 
To twt and prove then^. 



r 
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MORTON* 

' Which be they, my liege? 

HENRY. 

^ey whose lean loyalty doth starve our cause 
On hollow courtesy ; who pay knee homage ; 
Why cry " God bless us" with distorted eyes; 
Who pay constrained service to our will, 
And chide their hand that acts it. See you not 
How many n^r our person do distaste us^ 
And would disrelbh us among our subjects iP 

> 

MORTON. 

iS^ear to your sacred person ? 

* 

HSNRY* 

Ay, our palac^ 
Our very couch, is tainted. That way Prudence 
lV)ints his firm finger. How now; Edward's 

widow 
Dares rail at us aloud,, and tax our power^ 
A busy prating woman ! 

FOX. 

But a woman, 
And therefore to be mocked. 
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Nay, my good lord. 
She must be looked tc\ msny stick to her. 

I 

Sucli idiovM our obarchttien ilie. You bpdi^y^ 

Jbasted 
0f our jsmdl bbuuty. Bdt our iioly dbuurck 
Hath trea»uMSPStilibn4Bi»r<ii.-^How sa^^u now? 

« 

V 

MORTOy^ 

Ha !-— to Flanders I 

r 

HENRT, 

Where our ':gobd pious auftt hold^ j^ractiees 
Ag^nst^ur state and perso^^ migbt make one' 
Less holy blush to think on 't And our mother 
Is her intelligencer bepe»—4^Bityw you 
Some loyal needy subjeit, ^?i^, ^ lov]p 
Of us, would mingle with our foes abroad, 
And WMT a maik? For every weighty truth, 
He shall be told its ^ountei^so in gold. 



A tra(»bdt; tQtf. 

Bat most^we would wid Clifibrd bick agaih. 
Could we but find the traitors who ate xiear us, 
Qui* state vioalSk be^ nrach ssmnierl 

HfOBTON. 

W!hdtrwecan 
Towaird ybur state, your HighheBS' sh^U o«h- 



maud. 



HENRY. 



Ab^ut it^ tbeo* — Andj list you — r td du* p^ 

lace; 
Watch, tent, audi seaf eh 't. Thr nearest to our 

person 
Are hugest in our apprehension. — Go. 
You ' ve our an tjiori ty to teadi sUBjaciou* 
To aim, most high, 

VExtvlnt MottTow mi^ik. 

■ ■ '■;.•• ; '^ 

These busy meddling^ womenr I 
But she whom we can reach shall be welilook'd 

ta -■ ^ . . 

Elizabeth, albfeit ttue ^nd gintle— * 
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Ay^ there 'i the sting, for all men's loves ami 

hers ; 

And their affections, which should marshal? 

mine, 

* * 

Mislead to hateful thoughts* — Now to , her 

mother^ 
I will not fear her long — ^no, not an hour I 



SCPNE llL-^lTte Queen-dowager'^ Apartment 

Enter the Queen-dawager. 

i ' 

QUEEN,, 

< ... J 

l^arried,, indeed \ and this, my son^in-^Iaw,^ 
Js but the thief and robber of oi;ir race. . . . 
A king,, forsooth [ and this great lord of Eng- 

land 
I&but our scourge and executioner.— ^ 
Now am I much more lost,^ more sunk than 

i 

ever : 
And there's no English heart to feel for me P 
'J'he tyrant ha&bereff me of their thoughts*. 
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My daughter, from her height, dares not look 

on me ; 
The people have forgotten hope in me j 
And the rent factioi^s of their torn estate 
Have knit to make my misery. I 'qa alone 
In this new woe ; and none do weep with me, 
Save one or two poor wretches like myself, 
Whose sorrows herd together. Tristful life ! 
Whose best days are but ushers to our tears^ 
And come the foremost to delude us on. — -^ 

How now, thou smilest ! 

■■[:-••■'; 

Enter Sir T. Broughton. 

SIR Tr BROUGHTON^ 

Clifford hath escaped. 
4 trusty friend, who saw him newly shipped, 

Brings good report of it 

' ... .1 

QUEEir. 

* 

From Flanders, then. 
We may keep watch for comfort. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

Lady Margaret 

^'' .'> • •■• •' •• 

Holds out her flag to all distressed Britons j 

■ . _^ 

And every hour the busy rumour grows— ^ 
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Nqi: oijily groii^s, but as it swelk it prosp*^];^ 
That 'tis no phantom, but the living York 
Who late was guest within the, French k^ng^ij, 

court, 
And tjieftce h^th flpd. to Flanclers. 

•m 

No, alaal 
Thereof i^p tru^ hopi^ in aught that's foupds^ 

there. 
My smiling b^bp3 w^re murdered ! Biit m tiiis, 
We '11 do as though 't were true. 

$IR T. BROUGHTON. 

> i 

We shall find means 

' ' . • '' 

To learn of Clifford what forebqdetH thence. 

The Cliffprda ^ere the butchers of my rape. 
Bom friends to Lancaster* Yet,, on my life. 
So shallow js the cup of hope to me,. 
My deepest draught of it were their recomfor^ 
So on the proud neck pf deceptions Richmond 
They set their stepled hpels ; for he hath duped 



me^ 



Encompasscsd me with wiles* . . . What nqis* ^ 
.this? ' ^ ^ '^ ^ ' ' ^ '^ 
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E^er an Officer and, Spldie^4. 

f 

Sm T. BflOUOHTON. 

Unmanuered groom J know you no better nur- 

' *••• > ' 'i 

ture 
Than thus to break a lady!s privacy ? 
You do forgiet she was the Queen of England^ 
And could command you once. 

OFPI0£;iU 

Excuse my baste: 
i am commanded to use speed and rigor. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

What is your business ? 

OFFIGUI^ 

With that royal lady. 

■■ . J •• • . -j 

QUEEN. 

What, sir^ with me ? 

OFFICER^ 

Yon. must away with me. 

QUEEN. 

What doth this ntean ? 

'■■ ■ : • -S ■: ^ i: • 

OFFICER. 

Vou 4re my prisoner. 

I '■ - . • ' ^^ 
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QUEEN. 

Sir, I 'm your queen s Queen, and I gave her life. 

OFFICEfL 

That matters not to me. I have my orders, 
And must obey them, or — 

QUEEN. 

I say he's mad. 
But 1 11 have right for this. I ani not sunk 
So low that every stripling dares insult me, 
' If he can grasp an ensign. ... To my d^ughter^-^ 

OFFICER. 

Hence, to a monastery at Bermondsey, 
I 've orders to conduct you. 

4 , 

QUEEN. 

Once, again, 

I '11 to the queen, my child. She shall protect, 

■ ' ^ ^ ' ■ '• - '•• 
me 

Against this raving boy. 

I ' • • . • 

OFFICER. 

I do not rave ; 
But yoii must follow me. 

tlUEEN, 

To Bermondsey t 
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OFFICER. 

And in the instant. ' 

QUEEN. 

No, • t is I who rave. • . I 

■ /■ 

Is it 3L vision ? , , . Tell me, what is this? 
Shake from me this most horrible dream; and, oh. 
Let not my waking be more agony I 

SIR T. ]^ttOU6HTPN. 

Biear bravely up. We 11 hear his mandate first 

' . . '■ I,- • I * : ' ' 

What is your purpose ? 

OFFICER, 

First, to bear this lady 

With* diligence to Bermondsey ; and, next, 

■ ' ._ ^ • ■ -w . « 

To seize on all her lands and moveables; 
Her house, her goods, and all her property ; 
For which the king's good grace provides re- 
turn 

In place of better safety. 

* ' - ■ . . •■ 

QUEEN. 

Gracious God! 

I have, moved strangers by my tears; in lieu 

• • . . ' 

Qf a lost husband and his private fortunes. 
My griefs did win a king and kingly honours. 
I> that did mek great Edward by my sorrows,^ 



z' 



^-^ 
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Now open all the sluioes of mine eyes 
To wash the bitterness that steek that hearty 
And not a drop can reach it AH my life 
Hathbeen a dream to me» a golden dream, 
Where crQiyns and page39ts glittered for ai 

while ; 
Puty like a wretch who climbetb in his sleep. 
And treads on air, a dreadful crash awakes me. 

SlR T. BROUCHTON. 

Oh, let me share thy fortunes. 

J ; 
\ 

Todcnythce^ 
jyere nqp to own thee worthy. --- Come, lead: 

on* — 
What will you have of me? look iround you 

well. 

The robe I wear I may bear hence ; some jewels, 

■ ' •' ' ' 
A woman's playthings : and thjs too ; look on % 

|f ypu would know what 't is to be. a* kw^it 

[i^ha^ing u small picture ofEda^ard^ 
T is to b^ inade of every contrary 
Th^ swells thi^ p*mper'd Ricb«ia»4 
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ans 



SIR T. BROUGUTOX. 



<)hy this t^f^ 



Cannot avail us now. 



Yetbearalitt^ 
For I am fraught with things that comfi^rt me.^ 
Never shall Richmond's ill-conceiving mind 
Breed aught Jbut malice and dias^vVin^ wrath | 
For he doth hi^ dear York to spaother hen 
Qh murdVcms breach, filled with my heart's b^ 

blood! 
1 *Jl &>9 wheie nothing can betide me wo^e 
Than to behold this Hichmoud. Do with lUe 
Now as you list; but nev^r let us meet.-^ 
Oh Xjod, oh God ! my soul hath fed on rage^ 
And all my thoughts are big with tasting it 
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SCENE IV.^— -4w Apartment in the Duchess of 
Burgundy^ Palace^ at Skdsj in the Nether* 
lands. The Duchess of Burgundy, the Lady 
Bramptont, the Archdtdce Philip, with va- 
rious Attendants^ are discovered reading or at 
work, . 

DUCHESS. 

Sfee here, young Philip ; look upon these threads. 
How many truths are pregnant in the fiction 
That grows ujpon this canvas !... Saturn swal- 

lowing 
His children^ . . . Even so doth time, ambition, 
Contentious policy, rebellious broils. 
It is the imagfe of revolted days, 
That dne by one bring forth their monstrous 

births, 
^ncl then devour them. 

PHILIP, 

And doth war devour 
The soldiers which it makes ? 

DUCHESS. 

It doth, young prince; 
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Feeding upon the heroes it hath made, 
Aad framing them for that. 

PHILIP. 

Sa)':,. shall I read 
Another of these tales, a loving ta^e, ?, 
Here's one of Bradamonte, a knight pf France, 
Who loved fair Imogen. It much alfecteth mey 

In that she bore the Frenchman no good will, t 

• ' ' ' ' . " ' • 

DUCHESS. 

E'en what you list 

PHILIP. 

- Qr here 's a braver legencl^ 
Of twelve bold knights of France who did en- 

counter 
Twelve bolder British swords . . * 

LADY BRAMPTON; 

Hold, none of that. 
Her highness will not hear of Britain. 

duoHess. 
' Now, 

Good sooth, say you of Britain ? British swords 

Were ever hard enough. 

LADY BRAMPTON. 

For would she so, 
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I could epeak truer tWirgs, thcragh none ^o 
old. 

I>t;GRE5S. 

Where did you hear them ?- But 'tis one to me. 
England and I have made a long divorce. 
Shame ^o^yoii hoth ! You have xieluded me 
Ta speak of it again. It shakes my age 
To hear these ttiings ; and memory silvbrs o'ei- 
My locks to think of them. — I bid you si- 
lence, 

LADY B&AMPTON. 

r 

Thtetai low lie Yo A, since York doth push away 
The pillars of his house. I will but tell 
Some new-fled lords they may take* back to 

Richmond 
The fealty York disowns ; thfeti, sit me down, 
Atod catve me ptltchwork. 

DUCHESS. 

What say you to me ? — 
What lords are these ? 

LADY BfiAliPTOK. 

Lords who have fled to York. 

DUCHESS. 

from England? 



V 



How lOflg ifii 't sinco 
I spoke with one from England ?. . . Ii0t m6 sei .\ 
Ay, then I ceased tao be an JSnglish WoAian , ,\ ^ 
But not to be of York ; and^ with iheit bloody' 
I do inherit all the xage, revenge, 
That ever was our due to Lattcastief.-— 
Where be these lords ? I '11 speak with them a 
while. 
(ZadyBEAU'fTOi^ goes mti an^tefurns with 
tike lords.) 

LADY BRAMPTON (introducing them). 

Lords Congreshall and Stafibrd; Novil, faylof^ 
SiJ Robert Clifford— 

DUCHESS. 

Ha! a bloody namtl 
I neri'er met it but besmeared with bloods 
Why do you speak it here ? 

SIE R. CLirFORD. 

Most royal lady, 
Seek not my honour in my forefathers^ 
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Nor judge me by their acts ; but rather think, 

As they were foes to York, so I to Lancaster ; 

As they did shed York's blood, so will I Lan- 
caster's : 

And bloody expiation will I make, 

For all the wrongs your house hath had of 
mine. 

DUCH£SS. 

What surety bring you ? 

/. SIR R. CLIFFORD. 

I am come deputed 
Froni the Lord. William Stanley, and the chiefs 
Who would restore you to your house's honours. 

DUCHESS. . 

Ha ! must I think of honours !— Know you not 
I am a poor recluse, worn grey without them? 
Think you they will unload my back of years. 
Or give a youthful plumpness to my limbs? 
No ; should the tide of honours flow upon me, 
I could, not bear their surging billows round me* 
I shall but taint your cause ; and carrion flies, 
Drawn by the morbid humour of my mind, 
Will suck its marrow. Take your refuge here, 
But live^like me,*withdrawn. Help me to teach 



Young Philip to be great r he '11 greatly IthtoH 

you, 4r 

And with true greatness pay you, v; rT 



SIR R. CLIFFORD. 

Soul of York, 



Indeed the heart 



DUCHESS, 



Oh, sir, I 'm soul of nothing ; 
I have no soul for aught that's of this world. 
Do I not stand beside the slipp'ry mouth 
Of my deep-delved grave, and hear you not 
The raven croak my knell? Go carry honours 
To those who sweat for them* Heap them on 

honours 
So high, that they may totter to the dust. 
Be they as poison to the tongue that tastes 

them ! 

V 

As venom to the blood of those who wear 
them! — 

< 

Such was their: loss to me. 

SIR R. CLIFFORD. . 

The Duke of York 
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Harth: fled fro^i Fratce; and, as we hear fey th* 
T'o seek your higbpess here. 

DUCHESS. 

The Duke of York! 
York has no duke: — Why do you come to 
mock me ! 

SIR lU ClilFFORD. 

YoUbg EiChakd, son of Edward, is York's duke 
Lady Brampton introduces Warbeck. 

DUCHESS C^eeiMg* WARBECK.) 

What vision's thife?— Sure you would make me 
t ■' . ■■ niadlt — '- . 

Whence and what art thou? Hast thou rooted 

Up 
The bovi'ek of the darth^ and comcst again 
To see tfi' inverted world ? . . . Well, 1 '11 not say 
What I have seeh: these lords, knowing I'jst 

old, 

» 

Will think me crazed. Yet, as I live, 'tin 

there!... ^ . 

Hast thon lio natrt6 among the file of men? 



A TlRAGEDY. 4lS 

WARE EC K. • 

Richard, most gracious lady, is my name : 
And, for my rank, I hold no higher place, 
But yet as high, as English Duke pf York, 

DUCHESS. 

'T is not that witness which suborned nature - 
Hath put upon thy cheek ; those arched brows, 
Through which dead Edward p^eps ; no, nor 

those lips. 
Tuned by false echo to repeat his voice. 
That can deceive me. These are counterfeit, 
A brittle coinage of my thought- worn brain. 
Which I will dash to pieces. — Still it is ! v 
I Ve shot mine eye-balls from the crown to ibl 

sole, 
<iuite through his form, and find it perfect 

Edward. — 
C^n Nature Sport it thus? 

Sia a. CLIFFORD. 

As like to thir 
Was Richard, whom I saw an infant once, 
As yo^th to manhood. 

•DUCHES^. 

Either go, in peaces 
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Unheard ; or, being proved a counterfeit, 
Resolve to meet unheard-of agonies* 
Who never talks of comfort is our friend; 
But he who pulU us from our apathy, 
To set us on the balance pf our fears, 
Pois'd betwixt them and hope, why he . . . oh, he 
Hath wrought an engine of dark Erebus, 
To make our hell ?yen here ! 

WARBECK. 

first then, oh Nature, 
Tb^t, with thy sightless and eternal hand, 
Ha^t made me as I am, that doubt itself 
Is staggered into some shape of belief, 
I give thee: thapks! Yet where shall I begin 
To tell the tragic title of my woes ! — • 
^puld I relate . . ^ 

PUCHESS. 

« 
Nay, speak not. — Clifford, list . . . 

^ Hath fled from France,'' thou saidst? 

SI^ B. CLIFFORD. 

I said it, lady^ 

pUCHESS. 

¥brfc ncvei fled; an?? he belies the bloo^ 
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That he would claim.~And wherefore fly from 

France? 
Hadst thou been York, indeed, the royal Charles 
Had given his sceptre and his might to boot, 
To shield thee from all chance.-— I ban thee 

hence, 
Without more speech; for this alone hath proved 
How false thou art. 

WARBECK. 

It proves me false, alas !— 
Oh, who doth spread a toil to catch a yean^ 

ling. 
Or cram his loaded cannon 'gainst a moth? 
A breath doth puff them out. But they who 

hate me 

* 

Do it by powerful and desperate means, 
And in their rage my root of greatness grows. 
Nay, read my truth in this discomfiture ; 
For I am one too high to stand by kings, 
And be no higher than I seem to be. 
Most rich, most poor, whose riches make his 

need! 
Most strong, most weak, whose strength is bis 

defeat! 



DUCHESS. 

His words, his look, his voice ! . . . but I Ve a 

thouglit 
Which does not leave roe my true judgement 

jree* • • • 
Why, what is this? Methinks I stand among 

you 
As once in England at my brother's court, 
And I again am English* I have lived 
So loBfg recluse, that I must crave your leave... 
This unused sight overpowers me. I will beg 
Your counsel in good time (aside) for you 

do point 
'The way I would be led. — — Use your good 

pleasures., [£*nV. 

LORD CONORBSHALL* 

Is not this wonderful ? 

SIR R. CLIFFORD. 

If we had heard it, 
We could not have believed it. This is strange^ 
That death should render up its antique prey 
To reign o*er kingdoms. Yet more certain 

knowledge 
Hold 1 of nought, than this. 
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WAflBECI^. 

No miracle^ 
Save that which saved ik0, works ia my behalf. 
And though, by ancient proof a^d circum- 
stance, 
By haggish rumour and wild fame, you know 
That our fifth Edward, with his brother York, 
Was foully murdered, yet can I disprove it; 
For, knowing I am Richard, I do live. 
' And if, by greater proof and circumstance 
Than shew him murdered, I do prove him liv- 

Let it so help me in yaur noble minds 
Tp think that I am he. 

5111 li. CLIFFORD. 

I know it well ; 
And every lineament that time hath swollen 
Bears yet the likeness of its infancy, 
Such as I saw it once. Here, then, I kneel, 
To pay my first-born duty to my king; 
And never shall this knee rise from the earth. 
Till my great sovereign, Richard Duke of York, 
Bid me tf) stieLud. 
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WARBECK. 

Arise, Sir Robert Clifford, 
The eldest of our subjects. I could weep 
At this new name : it feelingly reminds me 
I Want the power to bless you. 

All the Lords. 

' Long live Richard, 
The rightful heir of York, great Edward's son! 

Enter Lady Bhamfton. 

LADY BRAMPTON. 

Her highness, moved with the great occasion, 
Thus bids me say to you : — ^That she is English, 
And well remembers what it is to be so. 
She heartily repents her of the rashness 
That did condemn, unheard, the blood that 

claims 
Acquaintance with her heart ; yes, heartily. 
And, that you all may witness her repentance. 
She doth invite you to the solemn hearing, 
Which, with your patience, shall be held to- 
morrow. 

WARBECK. 

We will attend her highness ; and, mean time^ 
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I will confront your lordships with ^uch proof 
As shall win half your judgments ; what is 
^ further 

We Ml keep to greet our royal aunt withaK 
Then, when tomorrow's sun shall shine on us, 
'Twill make new day to England and to me. 
Be it but known that my great father's sister, 
Margaret of Burgundy, doth own my blood. 
And kings shall beg to be mine officers ; 
Yea, seek the meanest office of my troop, 
To right me 'gainst usurped authority. — 
Commend us to her highness ; we 'U attend her. 

[E:^eunt. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I.— The Duchess of BurgundyV Pa- . 
lace. Warbeck is discovered with the English 
Lords round him. The Duchess and Lady 
Brampton near them. 



SIR R. CLIFFORD and Lords. 

Long live the king of England! long live 

Richard! 
The rightful heir of York, and Edward's son ! 

DUCHESS, 

Shame, then, to me. How does their zeal re- 
proach me? — 

My lords, you lead me where' I should be fore- 
most, 

I do but follow you, (To Warbeck) White 

rose of England, 

Great Edward's image ! living memory 
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Of his (Ijead lineameiite ! sole precious vial 
Gf all our blood ! braye metal of our race! 
That, being touched, doth give a silver sound. 
Making aweet music to my soul, all hail ! 
All bail^. great York! hail the white rose of 
England! 

WARBECK. 

Oh, give me breath to thank you ! Joy so great 
Hath made me dumb. 'T is not that I am king^ 
Put that, thy blood doth own me. 

DUCHESS. 

I '11 not weep 
To see my brother's image in his son ; 
No, nor to hear the crosses York hath borne. 
When thou art seated on the throne of England, 
We'll cast a look bdiind us, and so weep. — 
Where be thy guard J, tlxy sceptre, and thy 

power? 
Where thy great waving banners ? Where thy 

crown? 
Alas, poor York, thou art without all these ; 
And men deny thee wiajesty and state, , 
Which the great King of kings has given. Thou 

art 



^ 
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The Lord's elect, and men do say thee nay ; 
Heaven lifts thee up, and hell would pull thee 

down. 
Awake, great York ! and,'On thine iron side, 
Draw thy bold might to fight the cause of 

Heaven ! — 
, Oh, this old blood of mine is English still ! 
And, though 'tis thicken'd by the frost of years, 
It nimbly paces through my arteries. — 
Where be my guards? call all my troops to^ 

gether. 

{The gtiards enters and parade round War- 
beck; during which time Clifford and 
others place a crown upon his headi\ 

DUCHESS. 

Why, this i^ well ; now York is Hke himself. 
Hadst thou come thus, the blaze of majesty i 
Had thawed my doubts. E'en so was Edward 

once. 
So, in his blessed youthy he stood aloft 
Pre-eminent o'er men^ and in his eye 
Was great command; and, in his witching hand, 
Th* imperial sceptre was a rod of charms; 



• \ 
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His crown a magic circle of great love ; 
And all the incantations of sweet grace, 
Which meaner creatures make their pageantry, 
For him won mighty realms. But, oh, beware; 
For in the late and after hours of life 
He did bestow himself with bad neglect 
To ill-shaped' wantonness, which did pursue him. 
And hunt him from his seat. Belove thy part- 
ner. 
No way thy master. Be not confident 
To trust the hum'rous vision of thine eye 
In gazing on too fair a perspective ; 
For beauty, that doth well unto itself, 
Is bane to kings who worship it. 

WARBECK. 

Fear not. 
Kings may not choose but for the public weal, 
In the which hope I live. 

DUCHESS, 

Sweet, go thou forth 
Girt with my blessing t Thou great God of 

power, 
Edge his keem sword ; ^nd be thy tJhund'ring 

note 
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His great artillery, which angels gdide ! 
iSpread high thy fiery hanners o'er the sky, 
Clouding death's day to Richmond ! If, per- 

chance, 
We bear the weight of our unransom'd sins. 
Let it not sink us, but be merciful 
Rather than just ! 

SIR R. CLIFFORD. 

I 

All is prepared, my liege. — 
Oh, sea-girt Britain, we shall compass thee ; 
And, with great Neptune, to thy briny shores 
Come a huge tide of warriors. 

DUCHESS. 

See yon Clifford ! 
With what a witless and a wandVing eye 
He glances at the world ! His hanging cheek, 
Flushed with weak blood, doth lack support 

and strength ; 
His thin lank brows do start from one another; 
And in his gait, demeanor, and his habit, 
Tliere is nor form, respect, nor composition. 
To make a man. Trust none that look like him ; 
For his conceptions spirit doth disdain 
Such weak suggestions as befit its bulk ; 



. . • 



\ 



• . 
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And a great purpose sinks it. — Now, my lords, 
Speed your good cause. — (Aside.) Yet is there 

on^ among you 
I would were not so near us. — Live you well. 

[Exeunt lords. 
Beware of this same Clifford. He is vain, 
Weak, shifting, querulous, and full of harms. 
His hate to York is his inheritance. 
Which he puts by to suit his this day's humour; 
And will tomorrow call it constancy, 
To take't again with usury. (Exit Warbeck). 

— Now, royalty, 
Here is thy mirror. — Look, and know thyself 
In this mock majesty ; for 't is to thee, 
As thou to Heaven. Look, and be pale at it 
The burnish'd sceptre, and the jewell'd crown, 
The silken tiar, and the plaited robe, 
That puff thee out, office as well for this. 
Proud meekness, abject scorn, bow low to it. 
All modes and forms are servants to its will. 
The pomp that feeds thee is its caterer, 
Nor ever asks its title. — Oh, vain world, 
Thy hourly use hath shrunk me I 
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LADY BttAliPTON^ 

Thinks your Highness 
1^ youth can so maintain him in his robes, 
He will not fail ? 

DUCHE3S. 

Tush, do not dare to fear it 
Tfaeyaay that infants grow to what we make 

them. 
7 is 40 with tlie ripe man ; for none so poor. 
But wears the garb our ^rich opinion lends him, 

« 

As it Mt fittkig t6 him ; and some natures 
Grow to the garment. Thus, by seeming 

virtuous. 
We lose the taste of vice ; and evil purpose, 
Famiti^ with a fair and goodly outside, 
Bec^m^s th^ thing that hid it 



§CENE n. — The Council Chamber in the Tower* 
Enter Sir R. Guilford and Sir R. Edge- 

COMBE* 

SIE R. GtJILFORD. 

I^tiow you the motive dC this hasty summons ? 



fe.*_ 
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SIR lU £DG£COMB£.' 

Not I, my lord. This nimble-footedF i^igh^ 
Did ride so swiftly, by th^ speed I used 
To overtake tl^e minute of ©ur flioetifig, 
It did not leave me time for much enquiry ^ 
Aad I had tbougfht to hear ihe eauee frofili yod^ 

JE7n/er (mother fjord of tke Council 

f 

t 

LORD. 

Hear you the news ? 'T is Mown aibout by '^ 
and contrary winds; and all faces^ aa it touches 
them, grow pale at it. 

SIR R. GUIXFORD. 

What is tins ? 

The stkange phantom of the Lady Margaret!» 
conjuring up hath sailed from Fiaadera, aad i$ 
now at hand ; hat lapoa which of our shores no 
man oan say. 

SIR R. EDGfCOMBJE. 

Then will it breed ill blood in England, aad 
'tis no doubt the cause that some has been 
already let— the Lords Fitz waiter, De Mont- 
fbrd, Ratcliffe, Dawbeny, and QtljierjS; for *ti$ 
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not credible so wise and politic a prince should 
deal:thu8 but upon good grounds. 

LORD. 

He hath indeed the name of politic; audit/ 
seen^eth wise in others to find more in the 
thoughts and actions of such men than ever 
they thought of acting. But chance oft doth 
for us what we cannot shape for ourselves ; and 
often what we never thpught of shaping. As 
great as Alexander has been less than I am, be* 
cause he came not into the world at the head of 
an empire. 

SIR R. GUILFORD. 

The king hath, notwithstanding, cause to 
smile ; for the Queen promises fair to his mar- 
riage bed, that in good time she will produce 
him liappy issue. 

SIR R. EDGECOMBE. 

Heaven grant a male ! No heir liad ever 
better title to a throne, than such a king shall 
iave* 

LORD. 

» 

Tis said, too, that Sir Robert Clifford is 
returned in secret from Flanderg, with $uch 
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intelligence as miich fortifies our present weak* 
ness. 

SIR R. GUILFORD. 

Heaven grant it so. — BuV lo, the King 
appears. 

Enter King Henry, with Lords Oxford, 
Derby, W. Stanley, Willoughby ; /Ac 
Bishops of Ely and Exeter ; Sir R. Bray ; 

« 

and all the Council, 

HENRY. 

The cause and matter of our interview 

Are briefly thus : — When Treason 'gins to lour, 

And from his filthy cavern dares be bold, 

We must our aptest instrument awake, 

To pull him from his den. — Read here, my 

lords, 
How near we stood to ruin, and the proofs . 
That we have those among us must be feared. 

V 

OXFORD. 

Th' integrity and soundness of the realm. 
Whose mantle, piled to the uncover'd threads, 
Is shredded by contention, start at this. 
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HENHlr. 

But we can call into this presence one 
Who shall speak more (e; you than I can say, 
Touching this subtle compact of foul minds. — 
Bring in Sir Robert CliiFord. 

]LpR© W. STAJjrX-EY. 

What meatus this ? 

HENRT. 

It shall appear if we have dealt top harshly 
With the offending and rebellious lords, ^ 
Whose fate hath mored some pity ; or if more 
Of this same ri'tdus blood be still to let. 

(Guards bring in Sir R. Clifford.) 

LORD W* STANLEY. 

Wher6 doth this tend? Is Clifford double 
r traitor? 

SIR R. CLIFFORD. 

My liege and sovereign, on my knees I crave 
True bearing of my cause ; with such an issue 
As I shall seek to win* My past demerits 
I win wash out in streams of mine own bloody 
So to your highness' weil I may contribute 
An atom of my ^i^tency and strengtli. * 
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HENRT. 

Here kneels a foe at^d traitor to our oaa^. 
Who woukt-bare fleshed his dagger in our side; 
Who, worse than thi$, would luve let loose the 

wolves 
That howl upon the flat shores of our fo^ 
To prey on our fair mountains^ and rool op 
The oak of England. Yet, for our great si^ll^ 
He shall go free: the empire's cause, not ours, 
We will awards. Save England, save thyself! 

CLIFFORD* 

I do confess, that, on a fleeting dioug^t-^ 
Oh, sudden matter of long penitence ! -^-^ 
The motions and iquick purpose of my soul| 
Idid, with musing gloom and melancholy^ 
Corrupt and sadden; and that^ fed with bii^ 

mours, 
I gave mine ear unto the perilous sounds 
Of plots and treasons. I deliver up 
These titles of my guilt, and complete proo# 
Against the lords whose missions I cfid aet ; 
By whom deputed, and h^ whom sodu^odi 



, I 
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I was a whilom traitpr, though e'en now 
A very- true repentant convert! te. 

(Gives a paper.) 
. uENitir (hoeing read). 
Ha ! know you what is written ? Here *s a name, 
Which, were it not an error of my sense, 
Would sear, my eyes. Is it well written so ? 
See it, my lords, and speak it Is it thus? 

Zor4s (reading). 
Lord William Stanley ! 

HENRT. 

Do mine ears conspire 
To call my reason fool ? This jot of false 
Makes all my credence totter. 

I4OIID W. STANLEY. 

* 

Your great highness 
Does me but right in your most gracious judge- 
ment. 
When you do free me of such black reproach 
As here is used t' asperse me : and I pray, 
Since that suspicion on the whitest fame 
Doth leayesomi^ speck of.&oilure, that your 
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Will grant me justice, and a due revenge 
Upon this traitor, doubly traitor, Clifford. 

HENRY. 

We will maintain it with the right of law, 
As we have trust in thy true loyalty. — 
Cliflford, we bid thee speak as though th'ac;^ 

cused 
Were foreign to our love. Our heart shall be 
The throne of equal justice. 

CLIFFORD. 

Dread, my lord, 
What I will say, I thereto stake my life. 
Lord Stanley, with the peers who died con- 
demned, 
Seeing me so enwrapt in melancholy, 
Breeding ill thoughts, did thus encounter m^ 
After long parle : — that I should hence to Flan- 
ders, 
Bearing thbir prosperous hopes to Margaret, 
With all the concert of their purposes 
Your grace hath been possest of; and moreover, 
That, for among the discontented, many 
Did waver in t];ieir doubts, I should indite 
Such letters as should strengthen their belief 
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In the hnpostor, Warbeck. This, oh shame ! 
Most hopeless of forgiveness, I performed ; 
And did their credulous and easy minds 
Win to deceit : when, in requital of it, 
I was the tongue and minister that spoke 
Their oaths of fealty to a wandering Jew, 
Reputed heir to York and England's throne. 
In this I labour'd with unwearied zeal. 
For that Lord William Stanley— and hereby 
I chief arraign him---ere»I sailed for Flanders, 
Declared to me his broad and rooted will, 
If that the outcast Warbeck were in truth 
The heir of York, never to wage him war. 
Or stand in arms opposed. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

Your highness knows 
How I have stood in your dear love and favour ; 
Which have been poured with such an open 

hand, 
Tliat nought is left for me or mine to wisli : 
And can it be that I so soon neglect 
The sunny climate of your kingly grace, 
To ship me on the unknown ocean's hick. 
Or freeze upon the lap of hoary winter ? 



A TRAGEDY* 235 

ifENRY. 

Not what we give, but what we do receive. 
Secures thy faith. On the full tide of fortune 
We do forget the streams that make it flow ; 
While they who toil to make our voyage light, 
Do love the thing they save. 

LORD w. Stanley/ 

My gracious lord . . • 

HENRY. 

Nay, answer not; for we do owe thee much. 
Thou didst most help the changeful tide of 

battle, 
And fix it on\)ur side, in Bosworth Field. 
It was a signal of that love should join us 
Which put the crown into thy hand, thenceforth 
To place it on my head ; and we have found 
Daily increase. I could not think it so, 
Though thou thyself shouldst say it 

LORD W. STANLEY* 

Honoured king, 
This greatness throws me to the earth. 

HENRY. 

Goto, 
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Thou wert the parent of our greatness, and 
Thou canst not choose but love it.— ^Come, 
arise. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

Not till your grace hath heard me. I 'm un- 
worthy 
To stand in such a presence. 

HENRY. 

Tell your thoughts. 
That wrongfully so shake you* 

LORD W. STANLEY, 

I 'm a traitor. 

HENRY. 

A traitor ! Stanley traitor ! 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

I have said. 

HENRY. 

Then whom shall kings believe ? 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

What Cliflford spoke, 
I do most freely own. Better be dead 
Than live an adder in your royal favour, 
To poison by your sunshine. 
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» 

HENRY. 

I am sorry^ 
Most sorry, for it. — Whom shall I dare trust. 
Since Stanley 's false ? Oh^ such a stab as this 
Doth ope our heart, and let the life-blood out ; 
And with it all that youth and love had trea- 
sured 
Into its sacred centre. Such a wound 
Makes pale man's image there ; and, in his steady 
Sets hyen-like deceit and perjury. 
Henceforward let no man his brother love ; 
Be there no pledge for friendship, since the 

hand 
Which feeleth smooth is like the tiger's paw, 
Ready to flesh itself. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

I will withdraw, 
To wait your highness' pleasure. 

HENRY. 

Stanley, hold ! — 
Treason's long arm doth compass round our 

throne. — " 
Oh, heavy knowledge, that doth teach my 

heart 
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The friend who seeks to stab it. Better live 

> 

Where no sooirity has bound to love, 
Than among men whom love cannot secure. 
What can our fulsome natures keep from taint. 
When damned interest blows them ? Oh, my 

lords, 
I 'm ill at heart. — I cannot look at this. .... 
It galls my eyes. — Come, lead me from this 
sight. 
[EsU King Henry, with the Lords on one 
side. Clifford is kd off on the other. 
Lord W. Stanley rernains ahne. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

What have I said ? The King doth scowl at me* 
The. lords who courted turft their faces from me. 
I, who so late led crowds behind my path, 
Now stand alone. They see what I did not ; 
And their recession doth advertise me 
How I am sunk. Oh, slipp'ry ways of great- 

nesci, 
Which honour, truth, and virtue, cannot climb, 
IJow little have I known you ! I toiled on 
In th' open road of honesty, nor dreamed 
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Of all the covered ways liiat I^ad to mm. 
Too late I find, that to be honest lieie 
Is to be worse than fool.— 

Enter an Officer* 

OFFICER. 

His highness' order 
Is, that I do attach thee of high treason, 
Lord William Stanley : and my duty is, 
You yield your sword to me. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

Sir, here it is. 
This sword hath done some service to the King. 
At Bos worth his left wing was overpowered ; 
I flew to beat the victors from their prey, 
And spread contagious fear throughout their 

ranks, 
That the great day was Richmond's. Take my 

sword. 
May he who next shall wear it, use it better ! — . 
I thank thee, Heaven, I am no soldier now ! 
I would not my true falchion raise lo smite 
A hair of York ; for, by my sacred thoughts, 
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If there were right on earth, this crown and 

sceptre, 
This realm and majesty, are his true heritage. — 

Enter a second Officer. 

SECOND OFFICER. 

Sir, I Ve his highness' warrant . . . • Mighty 
heaven ! — 

10 RD W. STANLEY. 

Well, sir, what would his highness ? What he 

would 
Your sudden silence tells. He hath my sword—- 
A soldier's honour. Would he have my life ? 
In God's name be it done ! 

SECOND OFFICER. 

I 'm glad to see 
You 're so prepared. 

LORD W. STANLEY. 

By heaven, if all like, me, 
Who cherish York, dared tell their spirits boldly. 
Then this Lancastrian Harry low were laid ; 
Or, ere this year were old, the tithe of England 
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Would wear their lives but loosely. I have 

steered 
My little bark amid the stormy waves 
Of factions, treasons, and conspiracies ; 
Yet coiild not 'scape the quick and shallow 

sands 
That lie dispersed in the unseen depths 
Of a king's favour. When this sea was Smooth^ 
I trusted it, and dreamed I saw reflected 
My image. there ; but, as I gaz'd upon it, 
It sunk beneath me, and upon the point 
Of a rude rock it shattered all my fortunes. 
Yet I've one plank, and that shall never leave 

me: 
It bears me on the mighty billows' top. 

And my soul rides it bravely — Honour.- 

Think you not men will say of me, my death 
Was somewhat hard ? * 

SECOND OFFICER. 

And in their justice curse 
Tlie tongue that utters it. 

LORD W. STANLEY, 

Nay, say not so. — 
.The attributes and qualities of men 

9, 
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Are children pf occasion, which conceives 

Our good and evil as the soil wherein 

Their seeds do quicken ; and their praise or 

censure 
Qur time and w^ must shar^ theip. Kings dp 

stapid 

Within t[iis rule more special, and most special 

Ifenry of Richmond : therefore, curse him not. 

Bating his hate to York, he is most prudent^ 

Valiant, and frugal ; just in framing laws, 

And less ^mbitipus than he's wise or wary. 

Yet after-time3 will call him cold and cruel ; 

And add a meaner and a juster charge 

To close the tale— that's sordid avarices 

I would not have you thi^k I flatter now; 

» . < ■ 

I would be just to all. I ani no traitor. 

Yet would my friends could know I die for 

York, 

As I have lived. So Heaven receive my soul ! 

My enemies may judge me as they list.— - 

(A dead march is hfard at a (iistance.} 

It is my summons, and I go Just God, 

I have a brother : let not fall on him 

J|je weight of my deservings ! Be my h^^ 
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The la9t that drops iu this unhappy caus^ ! — 
Succour great York^ if that for Englan4*s good 
Great York dotl^ fight ! But my first prayer is 

England ; 
Her peace, her weal, her fortune : may she stand 
The dread and envy of living fpes — 
A land-mark, in the ocean of huge time, 
For worlds that would be great— I novf ani 

ready.— ^f/j Ud away.) 



SCENE III. — King Henry discwercd in his 

private Apartment ^ alone. 

' HENRY. 

Yet is there time, oh Heaven — yet 15 there 

time ! — 
The murderous an4 bloody apt doth not, 
With such a winged execution, fly 
Toward its effect, but I ipay gjive it pause 
Ere the axe fall. This is a breathing time. 
Which Het^yen allows to strengthen my re- 
morse; 
And from the sweet and tearful eye of pity 
Drop a huge §ea to drown my great revenge. 
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Oh, then, relent, and the unstained swprd 
Of justice sheath ; for such a stroke as this 
Doth, from the face and body of our state, 
Strike its best jewel ; and my foes will say — 
" Richmond to Stanley owes such kindly love 
As roots to earth, wherein they grow and 

prosper. 
As fruits unto the blessed golden sun.** 
Oh, this will give mine enemies a tongue 
To hiss me from* my throne, and put a sword 
In every hand to ward the blow from them. 
And push it on my head.-*-^ 

Enter Morton, wiih papers. 

MORTON. 

The inventory 
Of William Stanley^s fortunes, good my liege, 
Doth much exceed the hasty computation 
Of those who roughly valued his domains. 
Here stands enrolled each separate article - 
That makes the sum of all his wealth. 

HENRT. 

That scroll 
I must peruse. (Reading.)— Udil how is this, 
indeed ! 
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r th' castle of Holt are forty thousand marks 
In ready gold ; with jewels, plate, and chattels, 
To make them double ; and moreover here, 
Flocks and estates that fright us in a subject. 
Oh, this is rank ! 

MORTON, 

Besides, his followers, 
Fed by his wealth, do make a mighty host 

HENRY. 

All these I gave him. Not a tittle here 
But was my royal gift Ingratitude, 
Making his treason blacker, arms anew 
My vengeance. — Leave me. — See that execution 
Be done on all his lands and properties. 
Such wealth befits a monarch, not a subject — 

[Exit Morton. 
Why, what a sour and peevish thing is man. 
When the sweet milk of nature curdles in him. 
To poison kindness ! Now, oh memory, 
Be thou extinct, since all thy breeding here 
Is irksome loathing ; since thou canst not bear 
The load that love lays on thee ; since thou Vt 

sick 
To hear of benefits ! Stanley remembers, 



/ 
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But wants that sweet remembrance of the heart 
To make all sweet. The word that pardons him 
Would be the blast to rouse ingratitude 
To stalk across the world. Infants would 

murder 
The womb that bore them : babes would tear 

the breasts 
Of tender-hearted mothers ; and all good 
Would strike at its Creator ! — He must die*— ^ 



Enter the Earl of Oxfordw 

EARL OF OXFORD. 

My liege, th* impostor Warbeck shews his 

banners 
Along the Kentish coast. 

HENRT. 

What doth he there ? 

OXFORD. 

In purpose of a landing. 

HENRT. 

Let him land : 
Well meet him there. 
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Enter the Earl o/* Surrey. 

SURREY. 

News, valiant King, from Scotland* 
The Tweed cannot keep back her hungry $ons j 
And plunder threats the north. 

HENRY. 

We 11 drive theift back. — 
Come, then, to battle. Whefe^s the Earl of 

Derby ? 
We '11 be his guest a while.— The wary Scot 
Would tamper with our faith. If we must fight, 

s, 

We 11 do it bravely too.— Ourselves will north- 
ward. 



Enter the Earl of Derby. 

DERBY. 

The iiien of Kent have bravely paid the foe. 
All who have dared take footing on the land 
Have left their bodies there. 
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HENRir. 

« 

Ay, but the north ? 

SURREY. 

The north, my liege, is cold in thy behalf, 
And we must warm it. 

HENRY. 

Good, my noble lord : 
We can but die ; — ^and yet we will not die. — 
What dare you do ? 

SURREY. 

All that your grace dares order, 

HENRY. 

Well, we must do as braggart gamesters use ; 
With swelling breath pufF out our empty means. 
That when we *re hollowest, men may fear us 

most — 
Call all our friends together : make good speed. 
Ease may walk slow, but danger craveth haste. 
My good Lord Per^)y, ever be our father. 
Tis a rude task to punish, — Ah, those \oo}^sl — 
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Well, we may cheer them yet. Come^ now 

away. 
To Latham, to Earl Derby, to our father, 
Whose guest we '11 be. And thence, my lord of 

Oxford, ^ 

The like to you. Both valiant peers, and sure. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — On the borders of Northumberland. 

Enter W ARBECKf with his Partisans ; and King 
James, with his Partisans; Lady Catharine 
Gordon ; Attendants^ Soldiers, Gtmrdsy S^c. 

WARBECK. 

Thanks to the valiant majesty of Scotland, 
Whose deeds and words are of one hue and 
fashion. 

And therefore have we joined thee to our blood; 
And the white rose of England, with a rose 
As fair of Scottish growth. She is our cousin. 
And pledge of our intents. 

WARBECK- 

Lady, I' 11 love the^ 
Both as my queen and fate. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

M£SS£NG£R. 

The foe advances. 
Already can we count their foremost ranks. 

JAMES. . 

Place her in safety. — ^We will to the right, 
And rest on yonder hill. 

[JEJ.rt/ James, withjolhwers^ Sfc. 

WARBECK. 

And we will here, 
To bide their coming. — Sweet, a while farc^welL 
[E^cit Lady C. Gordon, with attendants, S^c. 

WARBECK. 

Alas, poor bleeding country ! Oh, my friends. 
Will not the fat and fruitful earth, made rich 
With its own gore, in lieu of provender 
B^ar poison to our house? And, as we tread, 
Shall we not sink into its crimsoned ooze, 
Heart deep in bitterness ? 

SIR G. NEVIL. 

Banish such thoughts.^ 
Better those pale shores redden with our blood, 
Than, with their sick complexion, anger Heaven 
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By daily recollection of this Harry, — 
Lo, where they come. 

Enter the Earl of Surrey, at the head of 

Henry'^ party. 

SURREY. 

Turn, rebel, and obey. 

WARBECK. 

Turn thou, and yield before thy lawful king. 

SURREY. 

We have done so; and therefore are we Henry's. 

WARBECK. 

Henry of Richmond doth usurp my seat, 
And we are come to pluck the tyrant down. 

SURREY. 

Warbeck, the wandering Jew, would fain usurp 

it 
But we will fight to keep the rebel down. 

WARBECK. 

This, then, to prove it — Surrey, to thy guard. 

(The parties Jight. WarbeckV has the ad- 
vantage. After which) 
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luaREY (meeting warbeck). 
Ha.! must I praise this valour Jn a traitor ! 

. WARBECK. 

Surrey, my deeds no rebel judge shall try : 
Nor do they want the praise thou canst bestow. 
The blood that Richmond shed — Lord William 

Stanley's, 

' ' ' 
With many nobles of the land, whose lives. 

He hath untimely cropt — lie hea^vy on thee, 

And all ^bettors of his usurpation. . 

SURREY. 

Nor less on thee and thine be Warbeck's guilt ; 
Who, with a rude and boisterous intent, 
To pluck the crown and majesty of England 
From Richmond's lawful brow, who rightly 

wears them, 
Comes, with a foreign levy at his heels, 
To wound the gentle lap of fenceless peace, 
And drown the island in her native bloods 

WARBECK. 

Our hands shall shew 'twixt Richmond's guilt 
and mine, 
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Which is more deep ; and Heaven be on his side 
Who least has Heav'n offended. Now to proof. — 

(^Surrey and Warbeck fight. Surrey 
retreats off the stage.) 



Enter Lord Willouohby, meeting Sir 

G. Nevil. 

LORD WILLOCGUBY* 

Turn thee, and fight. 

SIR G. NEVIL. 

I will not fly before the^. 

(They fight. Sir G. Nevil is wounded.) 

[Exit LordWiLLOvGUBY^ 

SIR G. NEVIL. 

The die is thine. Give my sword again. — 
Ay, but this arm is stiff, and cannot wield it. 
That^s nothing, yet 'Tis but a little blood. 
Whose timely letting ministers to health. — 

(Various skirmishes^ in which the King"^ 
parti/ is routed, and retreats. Then) 
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Enter the Earl of Oxford aad Sir R. Bray. 

OXFORD. 

So hot a day hath England never seen ! 

SIR R. BRAT, 

A bloody day ; — a day of shatne and sorrow ! 

OXFORD, 

4 

Some demon^ riding in the fretted air, 

Points out to Warbeck^s host the rule of battle. 

And marshals their array. — What men are these? 

( Soldiers fiy across the stage.) 
What new disgrace? Oh, dgy of shame, in- 
deed ! 

* 

Dastard, come not with those pale looks of 

thine, 
To scare our legions from their wonted m^nd* 

A SOLDIER. 

The Scot is in arms, and bums all before him* 
Our houses are in flames; our fields are laid 
waste; apd we fly all ! 

OXFORD. 

^nd wherefore fly ? What safety hope you thus ? 



J256 HENRY THE SEVENTH, 

Is there a privilege for cowards, none 

For the brave man who fights ? Your naked 

backs 
Shall the sword spare, and not your steeled 

breasts ? 
Or feel you less the wounds you take in flight 
Than those you give in battle? Can you live 
To lick the proud dust from your conqueror*s 

feet, 
Whom you will not encounter with your 

swords ? 

SOLDI £^. 

\ 
Nay, we have fought while there was hope ; 

now we have none left but in flight 

OXFORD. 

There *s not a mailed miscreant in the field 
That would not fight with hope upon his side. 
Oh, mighty valiant when no dangeY^s nigh ! 
But if you have no virtues of the brave. 
Seek safety in your terrors ; let your fears 
Do deeds which, in the bloody book of fame. 
Shall give some colour to your palid flight, 
And write you men again. 
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A SOLDIER. 

Shew us any means to take the field again^ 
and we*ll.di3pute it inch by inclv 

OXFORD. 

Ay, say you so ? Nay, then I know you now — 
You are King Henry's soldiers. I did think 
You were hot-livered knaves, whom discontent, 
O^er-cloyed ease, or wailton fury, armed, 
Ye knew not why, in shallow Warbeck*s cause. 
I '11 lead you on where cpnquest waits to crown 

you. 
But be prepared to die. Who is not so, 
Should never hope for victory. — -Away ! • 

[Ejceuntf^ shouting. 



SCENE II.-— Another Part of the Frontiers.— 
Variotis Parties skirmishf and retreat. — Then 
enter King James, with his Armyy Officers, 8^c. 

JAMES. 

We cannot drive these English louts away, 
Into their dens again. They still return. 
Methinks that every one has lives as. many 
As we have fought them rounds today. — 

R 
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Enter an Officer. 

OFF^CEfL 

My liege, 
See where the English run. 

JAMES. 

Down after them. — 
Soldiers, pursue these flying Englishmen; 
Or, if they be so nimble, we have cannon 
Shall send loud poursuivants to stop their speed. 

OFFICER. 

6reat monarch, give the word, not one shall 

'scape; 
Or, as they fly, their burning cottages 
Shall light their steps through blood and deso- 

lation. 

JAMES. 

Rayage the country round. Lfit wasting fif c 
Feed on the crops of this Northumberland. — 
York claims the land ; but, win it he who may, 
It shall not be worthihaving : that I aim at — 

Enter ^W^ahbeck. 

,WAP3ECK. 

Oh, uobl? jKiu^, Jst^t^e yowr e?^ ^ ^^^*y 



That I Hiay ^aveyour royal naaie from/ilU-^ 
Some spoilers grossly do misuse youripower^ 
Making the grim^nd i^rinkledsfaceof war 
More horrible than itself. The earth is guiltless; 
The furrawy fieljds of unarmed industry 
Jlave not rebelled. The yellow-gifted land 
Denies no (tribute to us.— Spare^ ph spare it^ 
Lest justice turn to crime, and . . • • 

JAMES. 

WHati«thii? 
My lordi you speak in such anjalt^ed/mood, 
I cannot gue^s at it 

WARBfiOK. 

tniis is not war ; 
T is desolation, ruin, ai^d despair. 
Mothers and infants' blebd — oh, piteous sight Ir-< 
And undistinguished murder stains (mr swords. 
Have you no pity on these English au&rers, 
Yet pity your own gloiy? 

JAMES. 

Youdowell 

To talk of mercy thus ;-r— *t is majesty. 
But it w^ better majesty to concpier^ 
And after to use ;nercy «t your .leUw^ 
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Why, -what* you plead for, is not yours, my 

lord : 
And you but cater for your enemies. 

WAKBECK. 

When I came stranger to the Scottish throne. 
Your highness bid me hope to win my crown ; 
But gave no lesson how to wade in blood. 

'r .... 

JAME9* 

And yoti,. my lord, came stuffed and swoln 

vrith. hope, 
With promises, with vauntful expectation,— 
If it be so that you indeed did hope, — 
Not one of which but is a liar now, . 

Upon the proof of time.— Did you not say 
That all Northumberland would join your cause ; 
That York would h^lp, and all the north b» 

yours i^ 
Yet which of them hath stirne^ ? Not one, by 

heaven ! 
And Scotland hath led forth her valiant sons. 
But to a bootless enterprise and shame. 
Yet this for you who talk of mercy now, 
That Heiiry may feed fatter.— Were there hopfjf 
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That you might reign, I could hs^ve.helda 

while 
My hungry troops from havock. But remember, 
If Richmond be your foe, England is mine ! 

[Ej:it, with his train. 

WARBECK. 

A foe, indeed! Oh no w, fai^ England, iearn, 

— ^Thou precious jewel in Europa's cro\jnti ! 

—Thou Nep tuners great vicegerent, and his 
queen ! 

--!-Thou nurse of future empires ; and thou ci- 
tadel, 

Framed to defend the wprtji of all mankind ! 

• > ■• ■ * 

-rr-Thou reason's temple, freedom's garden, lea^n 1 
Never let foreign fiends approach thy heart ; 
Or foreign syrens sing thee to repose ; 
Or foreign vampyres suck thy sleeping blood. 
They are thy foes that smile, and hatQ, and 

euvy. 
And would brii^g harm to thee j while all thy 

good 
Flows in thine own rich vein?. §eek none but 

there: 
Fpr none will ever be sq true to thee, 



As thbU iAifsV td thyselC IllJc«»fett'*'fcteg«, - 
Who fly to foes for help ! — 

Enter Sir Q. N^Eriii 

Sitl'^G. NEVIL. 

The English come. 
KietiinOJid; at- Vork, lead^ on teti' thousand 

WARBSCK. 

Ahd the Scot' 
Is come to conquer, not to help us, ^w\l. 

A^ messeng^t' from Spain hath ps^sed th'roughr 

York, 
And comes to treat of peaed; 

WiiiBEck; 

Thett firet^dli SfcotrdM/ 
Where our hopes famish now. I feel hbW 'tis ; 
And James would hold us lobsfely; Come^ away^ 

SIR G. K£VIL. 

l^ither, my lord? 

WARBECK. 

; Nay, that I khow nbt ^T^t 



« ' 



But we must fly from ^ Scotland. — (A trumpet.) 

1*is the King.— 
By my list lio'^^ I-w^itf riot'iieet hind now. 

Entet Jau^s; and his tr^aln: 

Wher6 is tli6 lord ambisskddr f roni Spain ? 
They speak' hiin' a Tight reverend honbur^d^mafl,' 
And we would shew hirii h6nourable welcome. 

Enter Dou^ PedbSo ire AItala. 

> AYALA. 

Heaitli arid' long hap|ntf6Ss, gobd' wiir «irf' 
p^a<jfe! 



I A I 



A pio'iis t^ish; WfeH ^brlh a piekteftil errand:-^ 

What Wbuld yduf elxcelfence 'With 'me r^ 

. » - ' . ji 

ATA LA. 

K-ott'Spain 
I seek your majesty^ 

Indeed ! from Spain ? 
Or, with irote truth, frbtii Eii^dn^^^ 
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AYALA, 

Ferdinand 
Hath ever wished the welfare of this isle, 
Which cannot prosper by its own division j 
And therefore come I with my master's hope. 
That the two bleecjipg kingdoms may withhold 
From further strife, and heal the recent gashes 
Which their too toweripg quality of blood 
Hath deeply struck, each on the other's breagt. 

JAMES. 

Nor wish I less for the sweet hour of peace. 
When Scat and Englishman may grow together. 
But Henry doth me wf ong. H^th he not blown 
The hot coals of dissension through my land, 
And paid the rebel spirits of my nobles 
To riot 'gainst their n^onarph ? Was this well, 
Or like a royal king? . Hence have pur hills 
Sent out tlieir hardy sons uppi^ the plaip^ 
To punish all our southern borderers, 
IJad Henry shewn himself a king indeed. 
We should have so esteemed him. 

AYAJ.A. 

Please your highness, 
y^^ can explain these seeming outrages ; 



V 
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And give such satisfaction to your grace 
As shall )be fitting. 

JAMES. 

If we should consent 
To hear of peace, we cannot stoop to \t 
But on the terms express and stipulate 
Of Warbeck's safety. We have sworn to him 
He never should repent him of his trjist 
On a king's oath we swore it ; and we know. , 
The reverence due to that. 

AYALA. 

Let him Tiave shipping ' 
To take him where the winds may press his 
flight: 

We will not ask for more. 

« 

JAMES, 

On such condition)* 

« 

We 're bound to hear what you propose to us. 
Come to my tent, and let us there agree 
What further may befit the general cause, 
jfnto your h^nds we do resign ourselves. 
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SC£N£ 111.— The Earl <f OxfoedV CaxtU at 

Henntngham, 

Unter Henry, meeting the Earls ^Oxford 

and Derby. 



HENRY. 

Well, our brave host, what tidings bring you 
now? 

OXFORD. 

Good news, my liege. The Jew grows sick in 

hope, 
And Scotland will not heal him. 

HENfer. 

This is well. 
Peace were as nought^ without such sure foun* 

dation 
As we can reist' on. XHeh 't were peace, indeed. 
But shall we hold the Jew ? Think you, my^ 

lords. 
Our brother will deny him at our asking ?— 
And what were peace without him ? 



JBnter Lord^Wiii^ovouBT. 

Scotland accepts your bounty. 

^ha^theJ^?:.. 
Lbato vhLLotroitBTY 
Is gone for Ireland. 

HEkaSr. 

Curst be the Wri^dntini* 
On which he rides ! tempests howl after it! 
And the disordered bed of the wilA *sea: 
Be^ all its giravte ! no plink' of it bd blowW ' . 
itpott a human shore'!— Wherefori is- th5i? 

WIIXOUGHBY. ' 

The Scot did iir^e a promise to this pttrposi3?] 

HENRY. 

A promise, sayst thou, to a renegade ! 

What promise from a king to such a wretch 

Is tenable in obligation, duty, 

Or can be sound in policy ? There 's none ; 

And ScotlaiAd mocks tis.^-Call you this a peace ? ' 

Ay, such a pe^<;e aft kteps atf ve our hate 
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Beyond the goading heat of war. Thfe Scot 
Knows well how he can shake us. Time may be 
When we can shake him too : but now our need 
Must bear his mouthing. • • • So^ then, kings are 

crost 
Like meaner creatures. But to cross a king 
Is no mean argument. Yet, lo, a wretch 
Makes pale my chepk with hungry watchful- 

ness, 
And robs me of my due of rueful harm 
Which the Scot owes me, and should pay me 

else. 
Well, let this be a while . . . Put we shall see . . .« 
My good Lord Oxford, 't is a pleasant castle ; ' 
Safe, and . . . Your lordship hath much bound 

us to you, 
And strained your means, I fear, to do us houour. 

OXFORD. 

What subjects owe in duty to their king, 
Is paid most cheerily. 

HENRir. 

Your hospitality 
Is great jn every mouth ; yet, on my Jife^ 
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Report hath cut it short. Your splendouri 

. tool- 
Why gentlemen and yeomen of the shire 
Do. wear your Jivery, and are your servants. 

OXFORD. 

Your highness overrates my retinue. 

These are no menial servants, but dependents^ 

Who do me service in an hour like this. 

Ha! is it so? Have I no power in Englaad?' 
Or are my laws but made in mock'ry, 
To be laughed down by all the world's' abuses? 
Am I so weak a king, that my own subjects . .\ 
My lord, you 're not the Scot .... Ha, know you 

not 
That we expressly have forbidden this ^ 
Before my face, you dare affront my law. 
I thank you for your hospitable splendour; 
But my solicitor must talk with you. — 
These peers who do me service trespass on me. 
And think they may climb Heaven. — My lord, 

farewell. 

[Ea^it with hUfollowers, 
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OXFORD. 

I know what it will cost me. Fool was I, 
To spread my treasure in4lie plunderer's ^ye. 



SCENE IV.^The Duchess of Burj&undy> 
Palace in t/ie Netherlands. 

Enter 4he Duchess ofBuROVKDr. 

Ther&ith of iHings is Jbut necessitjrl 

Hath Jan^es iiQt)SWP];9) and A9r9YPy ^^ ^hea 

foriiwoi^n? 
The .very oaths tliat iin^de :hTO ^1^ (to [Rich- 

mondf 
Now make him false to us. — News ^^om the 
qoMt 

Enter an Attendant. 

ATTENDANT. 

« 

A ship hath newly watered in our harbour. 
Freighted with news; and, on the southern sea, 
Are seen more vessels making for our ports. 

DUCHESS. 

What doth it bear? 



The Puke of York, from « Scotkad, 
Fled cross the seas to Ireland, where revolt 
Reared. its .hold head against the blood of X^an^^ 
caster: 

There many, faithful to the.causeof York,. 

> 

Knowing the gracious person of their sovereign, 

And holdingtrue to their allegiance sworn, 

. , » . . , ^ •■ ^ ^ . . , . 

Flocked to his standard, and a gallant band 

Already grew around it; when from Cornwall. ... 

» _ ■ 

ijyyCH^s?. 
Well, when from CorijiWftll .• . 

ATTENDANT. 

Messengers arrived, 
Inviting him to head th6 insurrection 
Wihich soon should place him on the English 
throne. 

>n^4iflheso? 

ATTE^JPANT. 

With a few ?core of Irish, 
.CoU^c^ed from the bravest, he set sail, 
An4 is .arrived M £^land. Adverse ^tornjs 
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Have long withheld these news upon the seas, 
Which else had sooner met you. 

- • 

DUCHESS. 

Go, let some 
Be held in waiting round about the coast 
But hark ; a signal ... 

• — » - ^^ 

Enter a second Attendant. 

f ■ ^ . . . - - 

SECOND ATTENDANT. 

• J 

News are come on shore 
From the once hope of Margaret. 

DUCHESS. 

Speak again. 
What are thy news ? 

SECOND AtTENDANT* 

I will not Jbe the bearer. 
Lest they should prove too heavy. 

DUCHESS. 

Slave, think'st thou 
They will sink me, too? 

SECOND ATTENDANT. 

Here is one who better 
May heave their weight aloft, to meet yoMt ' ' 






Enter Lady Bramptox. . 

DUCHESS. , . , ;/ 

Now tell me quickly, how much of our hope 
Is cut off at one breath? — 

tADY BHAMPTpir. ,., ; [ 

AH, lady,,aU.-^ ! 

DUCHESS. 

Is then all lost ? (Lady Brampton mafces.a sign- 

in the >j^rwfl/i«e.^— All lojit;.^ 

' ' ' - • , •* 

pause.)' Well, now say oju.;. ; » ^, ? 

For I can hear it. Who conceives great things 
Must greatly hear their ruin. — Speak, 

J:.ADY BRAMPTON. . 

Wafbeck' 
Is Riehmond's now, and lost ! ^ ^ 

' DUCHESS. 

Alive, or dead ? 

LADY BRAMPTON, 

His prisone;*^ an4 alive. ' 

DUCHESS, 

Ha! miscreant blood ! 
Could not thp name I put on thee giv^ coura^^ 
And composition to thy meaner parts? 

s 
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But, how is't now with me? He should have 

gone 
Where secrets . can't be told. .... Well then, 

From Exeter, heiifihg that Richmond came 
With itftne^tf^w^j^housands, Warbeck fled by 

night 
To^BeWfty ifadnJrstVy ; %ut piraon ^fOfflised, 
Ae^yieldedtoi^iBKiig: "afad, inthe^dWer, 
He lies his'pWsbjQ^r; 'tibw, 

DUCHESS. 

Then all is lost : 
And here's a double weight, each stout enough 
To crack a noble heart Now, Lancaster, 
. Revel in pomp, thy gayest purple on. 
For York, pttbr York, can never harm thee 

more. 
This was the last push of my f)oli<5y, 
And I the last who bore thee duly hatred. 

iADY BRAMPTON. 

1^0 hot think thus j for many an Engfish heart 
. Doth bear a hite as deadly. 



4>UCHE&S. 

Tisnotso; — 
I say 't is not. — Ha ! who can hate like me ? 
Who dares to wear such passion in his breast? 
Or where^'s his title to such rage as inine? 
Let those, whoise antique hatred chronicled, 
Doth make the cold blood curdle in the heart, 
Atrifles' brethren, tell me they , were foes ; 
That was a fable : but I '11 shew them here 
A living wrath more blaqk, ipore dread, moni 




And tell the rageof York and Lancaster. 

' XAD7 BKAMPTmr. 

A noble fire struck fi'om a cold ehiil taie. 

DUCHESS. 

The blood |hat is notrYork is cold-ris ^mc^ 
And cannot feel the justice of my rage. 
But be it so, for !t is my privilege ; 
And I am absolute in hate. • 

LADY BRAMPTON. 

Most just 
Is thi9 most noble iWr^b* Y^t ^be not moved 
Beyond the w)iQle;*W8etine*Sur€ ofti^sgftir; 
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Nor give to fury all your nobler parts : 
For yet revenge ..... 

DUCHESS. 

And wherefore should I riot? 
Why shall I not despair ? Have you not known 

To what great births Despair hath been the 

• ' ■' . '■ 

father ? 
No, here I take him to my bosom, nevef 
To know divorce asunder. Though my thoughts 
Be barren as the tided strand o- th' ocean, 
, Yet will I mischief breed. My heart shall be 
Pale Hatred's empire, and his ministers 
Revenge and Fury ; none, his meanest subjects. 
But suqh as^ can curse Lancaster. We 11 : war • 
Against his peace ; *t were better never be 
Than suffer what we '11 do. Oh, blessed hate ! 
Ha'fe that doth make me love myself to live ! 

LADY BRAM1»T0N. 

Your highness is transported from yourself. 
How will it be when I have told you?— 

DUCHESS. 

What? 

XABY BRAMPTON. ^ 

Warbeck hath made confession , . . • :. 



A TEAOEDY. ^ll 

i' . duchess/ 

That 'twas I 
Who set him on, who called him York, who 
plotted. •. • 

Why, then there's comfort Lancaster hath 

known 
To what excess I hate him ! — Ha, alas, 
"What thought was that ! 

LADY BRAHPTOK. 

/ ; Nay, say it boldly to me : 

For, by the speaking witness in your cheeky 
T was something dreadful, 

- • ' DUCHESS. 

It hath vanquished me, 
And dashed my nobler spirits to the ground. 
I am a woman now. . • • Oh, what a name 
Doth this success bequeath me ! — Lancaster 
Shall tell my story now. . . .Nor is that all : 
Oh, conscience, conscience ! 

LADY BRAMPTON. . 

What a pang was there ! 

DUCHESS. 

I came a spotless virgin to this land. 
Nine years I was a true and loyal wifi^ 



\ 



278 HENA* *aB^ «BJr£NTH, 

Now, fill! sixteen V^t batted my widow's weeds 
With tears ofsad, yet holy resigpation. 
With pious offices I Ve filled iny» boursi 
And given my mite of comfort to the poon 
My heart has not been step-daiae in its c^ 
To my dead husband's issue ; and ycmng Philip 
I Ve lovedj as liad his mother been m^ cbild i 
And they who hate me moi^t must eali nie jtiit 
Yet to this false adventurer I gave 
An true men's love of me, all honour past, 
Ail reverence of time • . . . 

tADY BRAMPTON. 

No more of this.— 

Who greatly dkres does greatly. 

.■I. 

DUCHESS. 

Not as I 
Have dared. Success to me wm doubly dad; 
And fortune, taking that, Hath t^ken alL 
So now I quit all Kving hope, for h(^ , 

More bitter when I *to defad. : . . Lead me away.— 
Ill shut myself in darkness; for the day 
Glares with such hideous broad and fiery eye, 
I cannot look at it. . . . Yet 1 11 not weep : 
I must1)e gr6at till deaths or bal^s wiU kug^ 



When they are told I vpulfi dethrone a king. — 
If you should spe me lessen, whisper to me 
Th^it I anp York ; the^ Ij^a^re the re^t tp ft^e. 



SCENE v.— The Palace in London. 



Enter King Henrt, with Moeton and Fox. 

HENRy. 

It is not blood we seek. The tyrant Gloster, 
By too much using it, hath worn the edge 
Of bloody chastisement.- Let them all live I 
Our subjects are our strength. Yet they Ve a 

fulness 
Which breeds distemper, weakening them^nd us; 
And we must ease them. See the commissioners 
We named in Exeter be prompt and firm. 
In such diseased times, the boldest practice 
Is ever surest ! What rel^Uion drains, 

liiat shall the rebels pay. — ^Attends the queen ? 

» 

Af ORTQN. 

She doth, n^y li^ge. 
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-Weil, ^ee to our commission. 
Neglect not one just fine. Look to 't — ^Away. 

[Eseunt Morton and Fox. 



♦ .. 



* 



Enter Queen, S^c. 

♦ HENRY. 

• *■••■ " . 

You, .madam, doubtless will Rejoice with us 

That we are whole again. — Was it not bold. 

Our aunt would puU us down from royalty^ 

To place, her phantom there? — ^your aunt I 

mean: 
For I am somewhat stranger; She forgot 
Her niece was on our throno. — For you, I quit 

you .7 

* * 

Of her designs; for you. had fairn.withus,. . 
Howe'er you may be York, you are our qucj^n* 
That ^ssomethiB^ toward fealty. , , 

"' - - queen; * — ■ 

^ . I 'n> yo¥* wife, 

And that is more toward it Your unkindness. 

Stronger than steel, disease, or aconite^ 

May pillow my cold body with the dust, 
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And toh your highness of a loyal queen; 
But i^hall not make me traitor to myself. 

HENRY. 

We '11 shew our love and trust. Here is a 

prispncir 
Of royal value, cousin to the Scot, 
And the Jew's we4ded wife. She has been York, 
And would have been a queen; sat on your 

thrdncj, - 

And plucked you down from it. Yet she is fair ; 
And, by my liffe, most gentle.....Lead her hither. 

The Lady Catharine Gordon..... You shall 4^4 

her 
:A fiur white rose^ and whiter than her fausbs^iil. 

(Entet' Zady C, Gordon.) 

■ •• - ' • . 

Is she not so} , Now,i you shail be Jier keeper; 
You 11 love her for the name she bore — 't was 

York. 

• • ■ ■ ' ■ -,'-'■ ■ • . ■ , •'■'■•' 

Yet there 's no name that might hot well become 



We do coiW9aeii4 ^^^ ^9 y^^^ Ip v^ Ourself 
Will lopk ta it'-^CA^id^Ajj ?in4 will watc^ 

her well ; 
Lest any of that daqmed Jewish blood 
Sprii}g ii| her WQ^h^ to breied i^s ^ter-pajp^ * 
From its most monstrous birth. \^Ejnt Henrv. 

Let not your griefs 
Weigh down your gentle spirits to the ground. 

> 

I, who have heavier woes, yet bid thee stand. 

■ 

LADY C. G0JU>0N. 

Oh^ I must grieve; whether for York or 

Richard, 
Wai^eck or England's king, my heart knows 

not 
His name I weep not, nor his bk)o4 lament 
Whatever his name and blood, he is my husband ; 
A T^ry gentle, true, and noble Idisd. 



auEEK. 

». 

What^ V he be, you a^e our Scottish coU|Jii9 ; 
And more than cousin to our love and pity. 



Tliy sorrows shall add strength to my disease. 
Whose part I take against myself. — Come, then. 
And with thy tale give lasting headth to me, 
Life's feverish fit once past. Sing me to death 
As mothers hush their bab^s with lullabies; 
And quickly too, for I am weary. 



^ •'7,-\ 



:. 7'^^ ■ .-': .\ 
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/ 



ACT V. 



• . . . » » 



SCENE I.— London. A Street. 
Enter Sir R. Guilford and Sir R. Edgecombe. 

SIR R. GUILFORD. 

How fares the Queen today ? 

SIR R. EDGECOMBE. 

Each day worse than the former; and 'tis 
feared the addition of this new grief, which has 
just fallen upon her, will add the weight of 
many days to her present illness. 

SIR. R. GUILFORD. 

What new grief is that ? 

SIR R. EDGECOMBE. 

Know you not that her mother, whom Henry 
so long has held a prisoner at Bermondsey, even 
now expires ? 
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SIR R. GUILFORxi. 

Alas, I knew not of it ! The autumn of her 
life hath been more sad than the spring of it 
did ever promiseJ 

SIR R. EDGECOMBE. 

Her misfortunes were most pleasing to all. 
such as lamented her elevation ; and; to say th^ 
truth, she did not so bear it but that many 
great ones had just reason to quail at her good 
fortune. To witness the honours she engrafted • 
upon her own stock, and the oppression of 
many noble families. 

, SIR. R. GUILFORD. 

Strange, that the strength and virtues of the 

■•- . ; ■ ' . • • ! 

Queen could not, in aught, extenuate the rigour 
of Henry toward her mother. 

. SIR R. EDGECOMBE. 

She has not the power to do the good sh^ 
wills to any. She must deem herself happy in 
being, as she is, the partner of Henry's bed, 
jiowever she be estranged from his affections. 

SIR E. GUILFORP. 

* . ' * ., 

If aught cab give her a nearer place in his 
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affections, 'tis the birth of AlIB infant; whose 
v^s 'Me ti(^ ^with the ibest Mood -of Yoik ^and 
Lancxutter. 

SIR B. EDOECOMBZ. 

Yet will not iMs avail her; :for Henry will 
hate, in him, that part of his own idisuewhi<{hy 
by her, is Yoiic. l!here be nK>re ineajas t^Mua 
sword oripoison,; pestilence or faiinine, to^* 
stroy that delicate creature-— womam. 

• •■*■■>•, - . . 

Si;a R. GUILFOEP. 

What happy days might not IJfinry have 
brought to England and himself, had he been 
contented with what fortune gave him I Bjat, 
instead of using it wisely, hij9k jealousy has kept 
open the breach whioh all.lUQU wis}ied tosfe 
closed ; and he has shewn himself the head of a 
faction, more than a just, great, and politic 
inonarch. 

SIR R, £DG£COMB£« ' 

Shall we walk forth, and gather what Uie 
humour of the time may teach us ? 1 11 attend 
yon^ if so it please 'you. 






» » . r » ... 

SCENE W.—ATrison in the Tower of London. 

Enter two Keepers. 

Why to be sifl-«, ' M thou wsy'st, it is bvit a 
di^y ]f)ifece of linaver^. The*e ?ft ab -bkfod iu it^ 
so I tiiay bHo^ ttly Aiiftd tb^fiieft to it 

It is no more; for we are n6t tdund to isk 
'Mfhy your great dries do so and'so. Tis enough 
if we can answer for what ^e !db tfutsfelvfes.— • 
So look you, you and Imiiit talk to' this 'Wto- 
beck, as though ^v^et^eife his friends, and pitied 
him. 

FIRST KEEPEft. 

And that's the hardeSft bh't Why, how 
caJiiSt diou eVer look as if thou pitiedfet any 
iridn ? ^hat Can soften those hard features of 
thine into a smile? Thou art like a winter in 
Lapland ; and the old frost 6f thy face is so 
ForroWed ittJtl seamed,^ ibat H wAH crack lere ifiou 
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canst melt it to any human form.— But what is 
to be our share in the business ? 

, , 3JECQND KEi;P|La. 

Our best share on 't is good fees, good re- 
wards, and live at ease ever after. 



FfRST KEEPER. 



Ay, but how ar^ Wft.to i^Mlpass it? 

, .Aa lhuS--irQi^ jrf u^ tnustwepunteir Warbeck 
with a s\ghi^:of!^hok-77i^0,i aijjl sp^k ,to him. . 

FIRST KEEPER. 

.-'■. 1 ' . . . ; ■'. 

r And what will he do then ? 

SECOND KEEPER* 

*"■"■- ' • - . , ' ''^ 

He '11 feel inclined towards us, and bear us 
hi3 goodrwill and trust ' 

FIRST KE?;PEB, 

ByV mass I'd not have thought it. Well, 

and what next ? . 

• » • ... . » 

SECJOND KEEPER. 

, Next we 'II seem to be moved by hia " suf- 

• , * 

feringa," I think be calls then^ and oflfcr to let 

I ... 4 

him go. . 

■..-■.• 

FIRST KEEPER. 

« ■ - • . ■ . ' . > ■ 

^ And thou think'st he'll be fool enough to be^ 



A TRAOEDY. ' 289 

lieve we are honest in this^ and that we do it 
out of pure love. No, no ; if we would have 
him trust us, we must drive a hard bargain 
with him. 

SECOND KEEPISR. 

True, as thou sayst; and, as his running 
away mighi give him a kingdom, I'U.e'eBi 
make him promise me as much as he wins. 

FIRST KEEPER. 

And, as I have always had to do with the 
law, I '11 make him swear I shall be his chan- 
cellor. But how shall we get him out^ when 
all 's done ? 

SECOND KEEPJER. 

Tush, man j we must not get him out. T is 
all but s^ming to' do so/ 

FIRST KEEPER. 

J *m sorry for 't, T is better to be chancellor 
for a good deed, than get a poor purse for a 
bad one. 

SECOND KEEPER* ' 

Well tell him that we can kill the other 
keepers, and the lieutenant of the Tower ; seize 
the keys, knock dc^wn the guards, murder all 
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that W6 meet, and escape with him wherever 
he will- 

FIRST KEEPER. 

But, partner, if, after all now, this should be 
the true king ! For, look ypu, though he hath 
confessed himself a knave, and told all his 
rogueries, yet I can't mind what a man says 
with a halter round his throat, and the two 
ends of%it in the hands of him who would make 
him speak. If there should be nothing false 
about him but his falseness, and if we should 
hdp to hang the true king !^ — • 

SECOND KE^P^R. 

T is no part of our business to enquire about 
that. All we know ia, that here i^ a man< who 
would be king, but could not ; therefore, he 
that is king wowld be rid of him. Now, if we 
can do^ him that is king a service, good ; and, 
as to our cpDsciqnce, look you,^ all we can say 
is, that if Richmond were our prisoner, and 
Warbeck our' king, we^ would: do as much for 
each in his several capacity. All w« do is for 
tiia true king; but we don't ask who the true 
king is. 
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FIRST KEEPER. 

Ay ; and moreover, there 's no true kmg buir 
he that 's crowned ; for King Henry's law says 
fhat no matt shall be called a rebel who subniits 

r 

to bim that is crowned. Now, in doing this; 
we obey Henry ; arid Henry is crowned ; there- 
fbi-e there is no true king but Henry. 

SECOND KEEPER. 

Come, then, let's about it. Here is War- 
becFsceH. 

FJ^ttST KEEPER. 

And tbis other is the Earl of Wair^^^idkV. 

SECOND KEl^Pilk. 

True; we must have both, or our affair is but 
half done. 

FIUST K^EEPEB. 

Heaven help thee, man, this Warbeck is sfo 
simple he know's not his right hand from his 
left We shall never get him to any plotting. 
T was but t* othisr day h^ took a hen for a duck, 
and an ass foi* a horse. — But now to it. 

SECOND KEEPEK. 

Vl\ go in to Watbeck. Stay thoU' hfei**,' and 
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SO dispose our comrades as may be fittest for 
our purpose. 

FIRST KEEPER. 

Hark you, ths^t will never do. If thou hast 
no looks but those, he '11 never trust thee. 

SECOND KEEPER. 

I 'II think upon my wife and children : that 
will soften them. 

FIRST KEEPER. 

• i • . . 

Nor that neither. Thou hadst better do it 
as 'twere out of revenge and hatred to our 
master Digby, or malice toward tlie king: 
thou 'It look it better than pity toward War- 
beck. 

f 

SECOND KEEPER. 

Nay, I care not. I '11 see how the coast lies, 
and after do as I may. 

(Goes into Wak^zck's cell.) 

FIRST KEEPER (alonc). 

What a hard knave it is grown. I 've known 
him softer once. But he is a quick spirit, and 
soon learned the trick of his business. Vv% 
been at it now these forty years, and be n't a^ 
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perfect yet at it as he is. — Now, comrades^ 
know you what you have to do ? 

Enter two more Ketptrs. , 

. THIRD KEEPER. 

We only know we have to do as you bid us, 
under favour of master Digby, who commands 
both you and us ; and the king, who is above 
all 

FIRST KEEPER. 

^Keep you without upon your post, as I sta- 
tioned you ; and when you hear us make a sig- 
nal thui^, wjth our h^nds, call in the guard that 
stands in readiness, ru^h in iipon us, knock us 
all dowp. But, do you hpar, go gently about ^ 
it; for 't is no part of my office to lend vsiy pate 
to thy knocks. Bind Warbepi^ h^nd and foot, 
and bring him hither. — Now to yppr posts. 

Cheerly, cheerly. 

{Extant the twq Ifpepers, 

Enter Warbeck and second Keepfr. 

WARBECI^. 

Indeed! Can this be done? Hast thou the 
power, as thou say's t, to accomplish it ? 
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SECOND KEEPEE* 

Look you, master, or your grace, or maj^siy, 
or whatever you may be, I can make no fair 
faces upon the msEtter ; but you look so kind, 
and^so like what a man should look who would 
1^ a king, that I don't find in my heart the 
thing diat should be there, to wrong you« 

WARBECK. 

But how is this ? Speak ; and if thou canst 
be as honest and kind as thy words, I '11 never 
trust to looks again. 

FIRST KEEPER. 

Why, our neighbour doth it not so much out 
of kindness to your worship — though he may ' 
. have a sort of nature in him too-— as to spite 
our master Digby, whom- we all hate ; for, if 
your grace 'scapes, there is some chance he 'ij 
}^ hanged. 

WARPECK. 

Well, that matters not. And now, good fpU 
lows, your means. 

FIRST KEEPER, 

H^re be some of the keys ; the ve^t are ift Ae 
wajden'^ kpe|), Y^ithqut. fxr&ty wf i^ust fim 



these doors. Our comr^4es watch on the other 
si^fi : Wo of them we can be sure o£, 

l|ECOVJ> KZ^BKB,. 

And the others we '11 make ^(ill surer of, for 
we- '11 knock them on the head, 

Why then we'll tak^ ^he keys whkU will 
open the way into the outer passage : there we 
shall meet with the gua^rd. ... 

Which we mus^t do for. 

KIR^T KEEi?¥R^ 

And, having set them a^icje;^ the r^^tis easy j 
for the others, who knpw m^s^ wiU Ht ijve ]^ss : 
and, with this clp^k ahout thy shoulders, we 
shall soon sf t th^ qut of reach, 9JxA tineDi away. 
3ut, master, this is a, perilpV3 djeed we go upon; 
and your grf atA^j^i c^n't but tl4nk th^t we fOfiV 
fellows run much hazard in it. 



WARBECK, 



;Bij^| ^l^all I no| be wi^h you tp re\vard you 
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SECOND KEEPER. 

True, your highness ; and if ever your xna^ 
jesty should have a kingdom to dispose of. . , 

FIRST KEEPER. 

Or should want ... 

WAEBECK. 

I have you by my side. So now come on, 

FIRST KEEPER. 

And here's the Earl of Warwick, whom we*U 
release too. 

WARBECK. 

you think not of it ? T is a fool, a thing . • , 

$£CONp KEEPER. 

Nay, it must be thus. All York shall be fre^ 
or 't is no plot of my hatching. 

(Goes to WariTickV cell, and leads him out) 

FIRST KEEPER. 

Come, follow us. But softly, softly. 

WARBECK. 

J 11 follow you : — (aside Jh-A)ut 1 11 have an. 
ipye upon you. 

\JExeunt.^ — After a short pause^ the signal is 
heard; then a cry of " Dafton with the as^ 
sassins! down with thp traitors/ to arms^ 
foarmsf*^ 
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Enter Sir J. Digbt, • 

SIR J. DIGBY. 

Bring in the traitors ; load them with chains. 
Put weights upon them tenfold. Where are 
they ? 

(Waubeck and Warwick brought In 
guardedy in chains.) 

SIR J. DIGBY. 

Ha ! the mortal foes of our most gracious 
sovereign ! Nay, then, there 's more in this, 
and I must find it, 

WARBECK. 

I am your dupe ; betrayed, lost. I feared as 
much. But 't is as well thus, as aught I should 
Jiave hoped. I know what fate attends me, 
and I 'm ready. . . . The sooner, now, the better. 

SIR J. DIGBY. 

This is no common occurrence. — Guards, 
doubly guard them. I must to the king. On 
your peril, quit them not one moment. Bind 
those who would have helped them. 

FIRST KEEPER. 

I hope it is not real, for we did but jest. 
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WARBECK. 

Wretches! villams!— Oh for my death, to 
rid me of such monsters ! ^ . • But it will be 
soop ; ai;i4 th^n, farewell iny dreams and life 
togfether. 



SCENE III.— TAe Qt^^ns Apartments. The 
Queen is disccwered qu a Couch. Some Female 
Attwdmis mar her ; and Sir T. Broughton. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON, 

Sleep rock thee still in peace ! A stormy waking 
Waits thy short rest of life^ 

AN ATTENDANT. 

Oh, who shall dare 
To say her mother 's dead ! 

SIR T. BROUGHTPN. 

Dare ! —Sweet geji^tleness, 
W^ that a word for thee ! Whpin h?ist thou 

scared 
With thy blue ey€, now faded ? Oh, what wolf 
Has this poor lafql) 4eyQVi;e4| that you say 

dfire? 
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She hath scared noae; bnt those who dare with 

her, 
Have dared her to her death ! 

ATTENDANT. 

You strain my meanipg ; — 
Who shall hg.ve heart to speak ? 

SIR T. BROUGIJTON. 

We shall not need. 
Fear quickens apprehension. Oh, thick Sleeps 
That lend'st thy heavy mantle to her senses/ 
Be not a niggard now; withdraw it not, 
Till thy great balm beneficent restore 
The thefts of Sickness. Or, if leagued with 

l)eath, 
Thou runn'st before thy churlish brother thus 
To make his coming light, sweet is thy office, 
To bear that spirit from its earthly spoil, 
,A. blessed angel to the throne of grace ! 

ATTENDANT. 

^ehold, shie moves. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

Hush : for the sepse wa^kes not, 
Consenteth to these motiops. They are life ; 
Else could I think sh^ spuled i« d^);h,— AgfWft 
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She moves ! — I will not greet her waking 
With such a sorry visage, I '11 withdraw. 

QUEEN (awakening). 
What are those voices ? — whither are they fled ? 
For I heard many voices round my couch, 
Strangely confused — the sounds of many mur- 
murs. 

ATTENDANT. 

No voices, gracious Queen, that should be 
^ strange. 

QUEEN* 

Yet so they seemed to me. — Who has bqen here ? 

ATTENDANT. 

Sir Thomas Broughton, with his humble prayers. 
For your isweet health and comfort- 

QUEEN. 

Good 3ir Thomas ! 
How fares our royal mother ? — Is he gone? 
Why staid he not ?— She hath not this day sent^ 
Her daily messenger. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON (advancing). 

Health and good comfort 
Support your highness many days to come, 
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QCEEN. 

Thanks, worthy friend. Could good men*3 

prayers assist me, 
I trust I should be better. — And our mother, 
How hath she fared today? 

SIR T. BRQUGHTON. 

Somewhat more happy 
Than I have known of late. 

QUEEN. 

Take thou good heed. 
Nor she nor I can cbmfort know on earth. 
Our bliss must be from Heaven. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

Madam, she's happy. 

QUEEN. 

I saw it in your looks. She is in Heaven, 
Where I will quickly find her. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

. She is happy : 
Yet I 've a touch of weakness so subdues me, 
I cannot choose but weep it. Oh, our nature 
Is ever stronger than philosophy ; 
Whose art and resolution cannot so 
• Sweeten prepared sorrow to our relish,^ 
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But it will taste most bitter ; and the axe, 
Whose daily use doth cut compunction short, 
Acquaintance cannot soften, 

QUEEN. . , 

i)id she die 
As one in peace with man, herself, and God ? 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

Her death became her living ; both were 
righteous. 

QUEEN. 

She is in peace, and therein happier 

Than they who made her wretchedness on earth. 

Oh, Henry, Henry ! • . . 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

Heavy on hifi? s6ul 
Lie all the woes of York ! 

QUEEN. 

In charity : 
We Ve bound to all men ; you and I, in duty^ 
Unto our king and lord .... Yet I cannt)t. . . . • 
There is a flood of grief here at my li^rt 
That must o erflow, do reason what it may ! . . . 
Oh, my poor mother ! 
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3111 t. BRdu6HtON. 

T is a blessed pang. 

QUEEN. 

« 

My knee, that never should' h^ve beiit to man, 
I Ve bent to Heaven and Henry for my mother. 
— HeaveH*s will be done f . . . But 't is unnatural 
To say We love the child, yet kill the pareilt ; 
To clothe the daughter in a suit of purple. 
And strip the mother naked ! ... . Oh, a crumb 
From my rich board had been her luxury ; 
And that I dared not give. ... I must not tliinfc 

on't; 
For the long train of ills comes rushing on ihe 
In terrible array, to fright my reason. — 

A Servant enters^ and speaks to the Attendant. 

ATTEKDANt f/O ^Ae QOEIIK*). 

A message from tl^ king ; the Lady Gordon. 

r 

QUEEN. 

What would he more ? I have no mother now ; 
No brother — none ! I am alone, and friendless. 
I have a child : if he would kill all York, 
He must destroy that too ! ' 
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ATTENDANT. 

Shall she come in ? 

QUEEN. 

She shall indeed, if the king sent her hither. — ► 

[Ej;il Attendant. 
I do mistrust her ; for she hath bettayed me, 
As I do think, to Richmond. But, alas ! 
Whom dare I trust ? Who would be suffered 
near me, 

L 

That is not bought and sold ? I wonder oft 

* . ' . • ' 

Thou art allowed to stajr ; for thou art honest. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

My half hour's snuff of life is not worth pur- 

chase. 
Since I have seen my fnistress to the grave, 
I have no more to stay me in this world. . 

Enter Lady C. Gordon. 

LADY C. GORDON. 

Madam, his highness sent me to condole 
Your royal mother lost. ' 

QUEEN. 

Oh, had he sent you 
To bear that royal mother even thus much 



/ 
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Of consolation, comfort, or support ; 

A smile of good-wiU, charity, or hope; 

A medicinal word, a look of peace ; 

He need not now have sent you to condale hen 

But you are cruel Richmond's gift to me ; 

And now the boldness of my grief dath tell you, 

I Ve found but ill in them. 

IiABr C. GORDON. 

Oh, gentle Queen, 
Judge me not harshly thus. Upon my knees 
I swear I have not wronged you. . 

ClUEEN*. 

It may be. 
Yet I do think .... But I have fed on sorrow 
Till ail my taste is bitterness. 

LAPT C. GORDON. 

I *m true 
As ever subject was. 

QUEEN. 

My mother died 
In peace at least, with one true friend beside 

her ; 
Whilel.... 
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JLAVY c. <3rfrRiroN. 
Hitv« |ni9^y mar yo<tr couclu The king 
Commanded me to bear him presently 
Report pf your ^opd hezUtb. 

fie grow^ imf9tmaL 
I live too long. — Go yen and tell him now. 
That this last gxlef hath tdone him subtle 

eervicfi, 
An^ tithed my very fioul, wbich is himmA in 
By cords so weak^ it SQOi^ will burst ai^iinder. 
Go, tell him thatj and, when you laugh to- 

get>er, 

Whea riotoiw pQi^vaUive ineri:ixnftWfc 

Roars in your throaty m^ 4hdki5S ^fow? having 

sides, 
A tear from this good man shall bid your mirth 
Ring louder clamours. Or, if yon h^ teri:y 
A little longer, you way bear yourself 
The anxiokis t^H wd ^y you saw me die. 

^ j^Apy q. Q&RPOH. 

Oh, thy suspicions stab me. I can b^AT 
The king no evil wishes j but for th» 
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I would my life's blood pour ! Say &at mis* 

fortune, 
Not my deserts, corrupt me in your thoughts. 

auEEK. 

It may be so. I was not ever thus. 
*T is no ill-will I bear thee ; so forgive me* 
This sickness is unkind to me and thee, 
If it doth break the fellowship we owe. 
Love me when I am dead ; and love my child, 
Whose cherub voice hath tolFd my kntell ! . . . 

LADT C. GORDON. 

Weep, eyes, 
And never look but through your tears I 

QUEEN. 

His life 
Hath been my death. Since he came weeping 

hither, 
I felt my going hence. My fiineral peal 
Was his first cry ;^^my darkness is his light ! 
And, in his small wbA blesseid mould of man, 
He hath, to dear exhaustion, sucked from me 
My btoo^ ray spirit, and my quitattessenc^ 
Leaving a joyful ruin. — ^Where i»,he ? 
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He hath not lain upon my heart today. 

I have not said a prayer o er him since morning. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

My noble mistress, stir not thus your blood* 
Rather invite yourself to rest again. 

QUEEN^ 

. - ■ » . . • . 

1 11 shortly rest. What can I do so sweet 

As die for him I love ^ It is not death, 

' - • - r, 

T is life transfused ; and I but breathe my soul. 
Now rambling through this wide and shattered 

temple, 
Into its dearest shrine\ ••• Death, drop thy 

Nor lift thy grisly scythe against my head ! 
I am a mother. Go, and shake the bones 
Of those who infinitely die for ever. 
Maternity can triumph o'er thy dart ! — 
Help me a little ; raise me. 

- -^ * . 

. lApy C. OOBDOK. ' 

Mark, her cheek 
Glows with unwonted blood./ I never saw 
Such life within her eye, . ^ 
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QUEEN'. 

And lo, in this 
Might Richmond envy me; for he but lives, 
While I die for my child! -r^ Think you^ my 

friends, 
We shall have sense, and feeling, and disposal. 
After our death, to love what we have loved ?- 
Or, that the finer essence we shall wear 
Shall lose our grosser memory ? Trust me, 
Although my hopes of bliss are infinite, 
I would remember still I am a mother. 

SItt T. BROUGHTON. 

• , .... ^ 

The blood deserts her cheek. Soft luf her down. 
Re^t, rest a while, 

I'nf), on the sudden, weak. 
I feel sweet sleep again, and heavenly dreams 
Come to invite me. . . . Lo, I see a cherub 
Stretching his little arms .':. I come, I pome. « • 
Stay by my side, and talk as I. were with you; ' 
T will banish idle spirits from my couch-^— 
If sometimes I were hasty, harshy Gnjust, ' 
pray you forgive me ! fleaven forgive me tOQ ! 
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And God bless those who wrong me ! — I would 

My diild when I am warmer : these cold lips 
Would fright him from me, . • • • I shall live to 
kiss him ! . • • . 

SIR T. BRO0OHTON. 

Her grasp is chilliness. Ye hosts of saints. 

Whether Bg ministers of sleep or dealli 

Ye watch beside her coudi, bring peace to her i 

I.ADT C. GORDON. 

Blest angels^ strengthen her ! Once more I 'd 

hear, 
From her own lips, she not mistrusts me. 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

Lo! 
She mak^s as she would speak. Peace; we 
disturb her.— — (A pause.) 

Why are you silent ; for I love to hear 
Your human voices near me. 

Sm T* IIROUOHTON. 

We did pray 
For blessings on your couch, We thoi^ht you 
^lept 
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Her hexA is sunken ; Mid her boUow ditek: 
Giines sign of diMi»htti(Hii 

SIR T. BROUGHTON. 

Woe the hour ! 

QUEEN. 

Heiaven bless my chUd^ fbrgive the king, and 
me!.... 

SIR T. mODOfllTOK; 

Amen to all but one ! • . . . (Pome.) — T? is 
quiet, all. ' 

lABY C. GOR0O17. 

I fear it is dteath's quiet! 

SIR T. BROUGHirOlC. 

pan it be 
Tile soul can part thus lightly ft-om the bocfy 
Without a greater pang I In rigl^t^ous men 
Jt may be so. But I have seen the browa 
Of sinful wretches, ha^nted at their deaths 
3y what their lives did evil, fcnit in tortures 
And dreadflil agoni^ ; while yirtue, sweeter 
Than all this spicy coniierves of the Nilfi^, 
Embalmeth beauty 'gainst the rotten bmth . 
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Of the corrapted grava Heaven sets his mark 
Upon the brow and fordbead of our deeds, 
That our last rising inay proclatm our worth. 

LADT C*> GOBBON, 

I feel her heart no more ! 

SIR T. BftOpOUTOK. 

Her touch is d^th^^ 
And she hath breathed her last • • . Oh, blessed 

spirit, 
Sweet was thy passage from mortality I 
How well in thee appears what I did say ; 
For thou art lovely, calm, and beauteous still f 
A holy temple, where, biit yesterday, 
Thy Maker sat in glory ! I will we#p, 
And then I '11 follow thee. (To Lady C Gort 

DON.)-- — Now to the king. 
And tell him hoy it stands. — Weep'st thou, 

good soul ? ' 

^"^y^ stay thy tears \ for thpy ipay ^o thee harm. 
Go, feo, ind 5p€^k to him ; for I cani^ot 
J will not quit this' corpse till pold earth p^r^ 

lis. • # f • - 



A TRAaBWY. Sit 

Though I am old, my grief shall stay for thee 

(to Lady G. Gordon) : 
And we will weep together.— — [Kneels by the 

couch ; and eait Lady C. Gordon. . 



SCENE lY. -r-^King Uei^jky's Apartments in the 

Tower. 

Enter Kin^ Henry (alone). 

RENRY. 

I am discomfited, as one whose limbs 
Ajre cramm'd iuto a narrow contineiit^ 
Which they would burst I'm bound by oathsf 

and words; 
By treaties, promises ; by sounds and breath ; 
By that which undo'th girls, robs silly creditors 
Of means and interest^ splits our proud specie^ 
In two base halves — th? pheat^r and the dupe. 
ISVTiile all mankind plays with the counterfeit,> . 
And cracks the brittle coinage at hjs will, 
J dare not blow my breath upon its fape ! 
^n this are kings most weak; faith, binding 

them, 
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la but die world*» conmodity. — A kingl 
I am no king, but appreheiuion's slaw; 

Gloster did stab tnro princes in the Tover ; 

And, hy their dead), I 'm erownad .... But this ^ 

was bloody : v> 

Teaching that fortune urged, not woo'd, o'erjlies ■^ 

The point we aim at, and alights beyond us. ■^^^^ 

Conquer my fears ! there is one only way. '^ 
My fisars and he are^rothers twinned together, . 
Both at a birth, and so must die together. 
They have one throaty and he who cuts that for 

me, . 
Rids me of both at once. What is't to conquer. 
If still we are as mortal to our terrors, 
As to the roar of ordnance ! — What is this ? 

JEnftT &'r J, DiOBT. 

SIU J. DIGBY, 

Tis I, my liege. 

HENBT. 

, Is thy news good or bad? 
One word. 

SIR J. biGBr. 

The best 
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Why, then I smile again. 
The %est is very well. 

SIR J. DIGBT* 

Warback hath niad« 
A ruin of his faith, and treaty sw<im ; 
And nought to fly. 

HEKRT. 

Why then, he dies tofmorrow; 
And with him our last fears. Art sure of this ?. 

SIR J. DIGBT. 

My liege, he is £ist bound ; and we have proof 
More than enough .... 

Is^the plot murderous, bloody ? 
For by that Uood I'll colour my proceedings 
To the enquiring mob. 

SIR J.' DIGBT. 

As you could wish. 

» 

HXNRY. 

And Warwick too? 

SIR J. DIOBY. 

Is with him. 
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R£KttT. 

This requires 
Somewhat more thought ..,. Yet they shall die 

tomorrow ! . . . 
You Ve made Us stout and whole/ Well hear't 

auon. — - 
Kow, . on my soul, • how happy is the king 
Who hath such officers. — ^They die tomorrow !.., 
We 11 speak with you ag^n. Mean while re- 
joice, 
And be as blest as I am. — ^Here comes one 
To tell another tale.— [Edit Sir J. Pigby. 



Enter Lady C. Gordon* 

HENRY* 

How farei^ the Queen ? 

LADT q* QORBOIf, 

Dead, my lord, dead! 

HENRY. 

Indeed Ir-^Apd can I hear tliis tol4 
Without ^ greater shock ?— I)e2{dl ! is islfee d«d ? 

LAPT C (SQI^DON. 

She died within t^hiei^e arins. • « • 
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HENRY, 

I found her true, 
Gentle^— but. die was . . . . YMk.— Well, appre- 
hension 
Lies buried in her graVe. • . . Farewell^ poor 

queen ! 
Thou 'rt better now thou Vt lost. — Kow, God 

forgive me, 
1 wished it thuid • • . • I'ush, fool, can wish98 

kill ? 
Well, from my soul, I do unwish it now !— v 
Fie^ 'tis a mutable and slanderous will . 
That blackens all its yesterdays ! . • • But^ oh, 

A worse thought of the morrow ! Noble 

fatlier — 



Enter the Earl of Derby. 

HENRY. 

■ •• 

The Queen is dead ! — ^What doth the rabble say 
Of Lancaster and York ? r . 
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Should yield the crown to York^s trae lawful 

heir, 
Sn^ York bath lu-eatbed her last* 

HENRT. 

And who is York ? — 
Who is the heir ? — 

PEBBr. 

Your royal son, my liege. 

HENRT. 

Bethmk thee well ! Thou mak'st unnatural war 
Betwixt my flesh and me. 

I^ERBT. 

Tis even thus 
The people cry. 

HENRT. 

Oh| this will Q^ke me hate 
The drop of blood that's York in his young 

veins. — 
Can we not use some fine anatomy 
To trace it to his heart, and suck. it out? — 
^y war within must be eternal. Peace 
I cannot win. Ay,, now indeed we '11 mourn 
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The poor contents of that untimely urn 
Which holds his mother's ashes ! . . . Loss 190s t 

dear ! . 
And worth not knoyp^n, till past all hope and 

fear ! 
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